JARE ILLUSTRATED ay : 3/6 


THE FEARSOME FOURSOME 


A novelisation of the 20th Century-Fox film BATMAN 
by Winston Lyon 


The Caper 


1. KIDNAP Commander Redhead of Schlepp’s Whiskey Company 
and his Total Dehydrator 


2. ABDUCT the nine members of the Security Council of the 
United Nations 


The Villains 


That fearsome foursome 
Penguin * Riddler + Joker * Catwoman 


Can our heroes Batman and the Boy Wonder Robin thwart the 
evildoers in their nefarious plan? Can the Caped Crusaders for law 
and order defeat the archfiends of United Underworld? 


From the depths of the Atlantic Ocean to the towering heights of the 
United Nations it’s a fantastic caper and it begins on page five of this 
Signet Batbook. 
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CHAPTER 1 


The low-slung rakish-looking car rounded a corner at top speed. 
Tires whined, and the car swayed dangerously to one side, Bruce 
Wayne expertly swung the wheel hard over. The car held the road. 


Ahead loomed the great gray-white mansion known as Wayne 
Manor with iron gates protecting the driveway. 


Beside Bruce Wayne in the speeding convertible was his young 
ward, Dick Grayson. Dick’s hand reached out to the instrument 
panel and flicked a switch which powered an automatic beam from 
the headlights. The beam focused on the iron gate, cut an electric 
circuit. 


The iron gates slowly swung back as the convertible made the 
sharp turn and raced up into the driveway. 


Inside the manor house Aunt Harriet Cooper was seated in her 
favorite armchair near the window, knitting a floral-patterned 
doily. Alfred, the lean, tall, solemnvisaged butler, was dusting a 
table. 

Aunt Harriet pushed her spectacles back on her forehead. 

“My goodness, Alfred! Who just came racing into our driveway 
like that?” 

“Perhaps I should investigate,” Alfred suggested. 

“I wish you would, Alfred. Mr. Wayne would never drive so 
recklessly. Especially if he has Master Grayson with him in the car.” 

Alfred smiled politely, and walked without apparent haste from 
the room. Beyond the door, out of Aunt Harriet’s sight, the butler’s 
pace quickened. He was running when he went down the main hall 
of the great manor. As he reached the door of Bruce Wayne’s study, 
he heard the impatient movements of someone within. 


Alfred opened the door. 


Inside the study Bruce Wayne and Dick Grayson looked up 
anxiously. Dick Grayson had just flipped open the bald pate of a 
bust of Shakespeare. 


“Oh, it’s you, Alfred,” Bruce Wayne said with relief. “We’re in a 
hurry. An urgent message from police headquarters.” 


Dick Grayson touched a concealed switch inside the bald pate of 
Shakespeare’s bust. A door swung open in the wall of the study. In 
the open area thus revealed were twin poles leading into circular 
openings in the floor. “Mrs. Cooper noticed a car speeding into the 
driveway,” Alfred said. ‘Shall I tell her that you’ve arrived, sir? Or 
shall I suggest it was a delivery truck?” 


“Use your best judgment, Alfred,” Bruce Wayne said. He raced 
with Dick into the opening. In an instant they were sliding down 
the poles, as the wall of the study slid silently into place behind 
them. 


Watching them disappear, Alfred sighed. “I hope they won’t be 
away from home long this time. It’s becoming awkward explaining 
their absences to Mrs. Cooper.” 


As Bruce Wayne and Dick Grayson slid down the poles they shed 
their outer garments. When they touched the ground below the 
transformation was almost complete. 


Bruce Wayne, elegantly attired sportsman, wore a gray skin-tight 
costume with black trunks and a wide yellow belt. He fastened a 
loosely flowing pale blue cloak at his throat. He concealed his 
features with a black mask that allowed two half-oval slits for his 
eyes. 

The mask also covered his head and rose in two sharp pointed 
projections at either side of his head-projections that resembled 
ears. The ears of a bat. This was a costume that struck fear into the 
hearts of criminals everywhere—the familiar and dreaded costume 
of the Batman! 


Dick Grayson had also shed his everyday clothing and attired 
himself in an equally striking costume. His jacket was red and came 
down almost to his hips, where it was fastened at the waist by a 
duplicate of the belt worn by Batman. Dick wore short trunks on his 
sturdily muscled legs. The cloak that topped this outfit was a 
brilliant yellow, and he donned a wide black eye mask to conceal 


his youthful features. On the red jacket a single letter appeared in a 
black circle. It was the letter R—standing for Robin, youthful 
companion in crime-busting of the world-famed Batman! 


Batman and Robin raced forward like a well-trained team. In the 
center of the huge Batcave, on a turntable, waited the most 
astonishing automobile ever created. They leaped into the cockpit 
seats, and as they did so the platform began to turn until the 
Batmobile faced a rocky wall of the cave. 


Robin said tensely, “Atomic batteries to power. Turbines to 
speed. Ready, Batman.” 


Batman nodded and turned on the ignition. There was a powerful 
thrumming sound as the mighty engines of the Batmobile revved 
up. 

Then the wall of the cave slowly folded inward to present an exit 
that led through the side of a hill. This entrance to the Batcave was 
so thoroughly and artfully camouflaged that not even the most 
careful and painstaking search would reveal it on the outside. 
Indeed, on one memorable occasion, a party of picnickers had 
chosen this hillside spot and spent the entire afternoon without the 
least inkling that they were enjoying their Sunday repast a few feet 
above the secrets of the Batcave! 


Out from the concealed opening in the hillside shot the 
Batmobile—like an arrow from a bow. It bumped over a short 
stretch of dirt road to a paved avenue, then turned onto the main 
highway. The Batmobile’s pickup from ordinary cruising speed to 
maximum racing potential was enough to make any onlooker blink 
in astonishment. No racing car in existence could have possibly 
accelerated so quickly. 


As the Batmobile zoomed along the highway, Robin went quickly 
to work beside Batman in the cockpit. 


The Boy Wonder picked up the mobile Batphone and spoke 
quietly into the mouthpiece. “Batmobile to Airport,” he said. “This 
is a Red Alert. We will be at the airport within approximately one 
minute and forty-two seconds. The Batcopter must be prepared for 
immediate takeoff. Do you read me? Over.” 

“Our men are already getting the Batcopter ready,” came the 
answer. “I put them on it the moment your special phone rang, 
Robin. Over.” 


“Good work,” Robin replied. “Over—and out.” 


At Gotham City Airport, the call on the Batphone had indeed set 
off a flurry of activity. Workmen linked up the Batcopter to a 
ground tractor. The tractor began towing the Batcopter out of the 
hangar. In the control tower, men also fell to work. A controller was 
already speaking to all aircraft in the vicinity. 


“Gotham Tower to aircraft in this control zone,” he was saying. 
“Enter your holding pattern. Repeat: enter your holding pattern. 
The Batcopter will be taking off on an urgent mission. This is a 
special alert.” 


Beside him, a second controller was looking off through powerful 
binoculars. He announced calmly: “The Batmobile has arrived. It’s 
crossing the field...” 


The Batmobile swung into the airport’s parking lot, made a 
ninety-degree turn, and kept on going. It emerged onto the airfield 
and swooshed to a stop beside a black helicopter with serrated rotor 
propeller resembling the wings of a bat. 


Batman and Robin leaped out of their Batmobile. In a few swift 
strides they reached the Batcopter and jumped in. One of the 
ground crew gave a thumbs-up signal over the clattering sound of 
the Batcopter’s engines. 


At the controls, Batman took a hand microphone from the 
instrument panel. 


“Batman to tower,” he said. “Ready for takeoff. Request 
permission for straight-out departure. Bearing eight-six.” 


“Tower to Batman. Affirmative. All nearby air traffic is in a 
holding pattern. The sky is yours, Batman. Good luck!” 


Batman briefly waved farewell to the ground crew nearby. 
Moments later the Batcopter rose almost straight up, only to change 
direction and veer quickly away from the airport on a fast climbing 
course. On the field below the watching crowd dwindled to toy 
figures, then merged into a single dark indistinguishable mass. The 
airport itself fell behind. 

Elapsed time: from the moment that Bruce Wayne and Dick 
Grayson had first entered the driveway of Wayne Manor until now, 
with the powerful Batcopter soaring off at full speed on a dangerous 
mission, was exactly six minutes! 


It had been only a few minutes longer since Bruce Wayne and 
Dick Grayson, heading out of Gotham City for a drive in the 
country, had first seen the figure of a bat outlined in a circle of light 
flashing against the height of Gotham City Tower. It was an 
emergency summons from the police commissioner—his customary 
method of calling for Batman’s and Robin’s aid. 


When Bruce Wayne had answered the call, Commissioner 
Gordon’s voice had been even more harassed than usual: 


“We’ve picked up a rumor, Batman, that there’s a plot to kidnap 
Commander Redhead of the famous Schlepp’s Whiskey Company.” 

“He’s in England, isn’t he, Commissioner?” 

“No. He’s on a private yacht crossing the Atlantic to this country. 
Apparently the Schlepp’s Research Laboratory has come up with a 
fantastic new process. It has nothing to do with making whiskey— 
they discovered it accidentally during other experiments. 
Commander Redhead apparently intends to offer the process to the 
United Nations for worldwide use.” 


“That’s very generous of him.” 


“I suppose you could say that, Batman. But our information is 
that a gang of Supercriminals is out to seize the commander and his 
invention before he reaches this country! Every possible precaution 
must be taken to insure Commander Redhead’s safe arrival. Would 
it be too much to ask you and Robin to meet the yacht and escort 
Commander Redhead safely in here?” 


“Not at all,” Bruce Wayne had answered. “Give me the present 
bearing and position of the yacht.” 


“That isn’t possible, I’m afraid,” the police commissioner 
answered. “We only know its approximate location, Batman. The 
yacht is proceeding under complete radio silence. But I can tell you 
what we know—and I hope you'll be able to find it.” 


Now, only ten minutes after receiving that message, the 
Batcopter flew over the tip of the island on which Gotham City is. 
located, moving across the harbor at deceptive speed. The rotor 
propellers seemed to be beating no faster than ordinary propellers, 
but the Batcopter thrust forward through the sky at a speed no 
other helicopter could approach. Soon they were out over the 
ocean. 


“This is the area in which the yacht ought to be if Commissioner 


Gordon’s information is correct,” Batman said. “Let’s have a 
Batscanner reading.” 

Robin studied the Batscanner carefully as he twisted the dials. 

“It’s probably too early to get a sighting yet. But here’s the 
current reading, Batman. Vector seven. Radar Batlock, heading two- 
one-one.” 

Batman tapped Robin on the shoulder. 

“What’s that on the right? About four o’clock?” 

Robin glanced in the direction indicated, to a spot approximately 
where the hour hand would be on a clock at the hour of four. On 
the distant horizon the white shape of an approaching yacht 
loomed. 

“Looks like them, Batman,” Robin whispered. “We’re in luck.” 

“We found them on the first try. That is luck,” Batman admitted. 
“Activate the Batlanding-computer.” 

Robin turned the key on the Batlanding-computer device. 
“Batdrift-angle: zero-three to starboard...” 

“Roger,” Batman answered, making the necessary correction. 
“Tm correcting to starboard...” 

Robin put his eye to the sight and continued to read off 
directions as the gap narrowed between the Batcopter and the 
yacht. “Altitude, three-one-seven...sink-rate, point four-nine...” 

The Batcopter closed to within viewing range of the oncoming 
yacht, a hundred-and-ten-foot sleek beauty that was making its way 
rapidly through a choppy sea. 

“T don’t see anyone on deck or in the control room,” 

Robin said. “Shall we signal her?” 

“Td better go aboard,” Batman said. “Drop the Batladder.” 

Robin yanked on a lever. Beneath the fuselage a rope ladder 
snaked down. It swayed slightly in the breeze as the Batcopter 
slowed down to an almost motionless position above the prow of 
the yacht. 

“Lock computer on the forward deck,” Batman said. “Set the 
automatic Bathold.” 

“Bathold set,” Robin said. “That will keep the Batcopter in 
position. Let’s both go down and see what’s doing on Commander 


Redhead’s yacht.” 


“No, Robin, Pll go first. I don’t like the fact that the yacht 
appears to be deserted. This could be tricky.” 

“Watch out, Batman,” Robin said reluctantly. “I wish you’d let 
me go with you.” 

“Have no fear, Robin. I’ll signal you to join me in a minute if 
everything is in order.” 

Batman slipped out of his seat and pulled open a hatch door in 
the floor of the Batcopter. He swung himself down through the 
opening and caught the first rung of the rope ladder with his foot. 
He began to climb down the swaying rope ladder toward the deck 
of the yacht. 


Halfway down, Batman realized that the full length of the ladder 
would not reach the deck below. He pulled a small radio from the 
pocket of his utility belt. 

“Robin, ease off on the power,” he commanded. “Bring the 
copter down nearer.” 

“Roger! Wilco!” 

Obediently the Batcopter descended further. On the last rung of 
the ladder, Batman groped for the deck below him as the Batcopter 
continued to descend. 

Reaching down with one foot, Batman still did not feel the deck 
below. 

Surprised he glanced downward. 

There was no yacht beneath him! 

There was nothing but the looming whitecaps of the choppy 
ocean. 

Batman shouted into the radio: “Emergency! Super-power! TAKE 
HER UP, ROBIN!” 

The sharp command sent Robin swiftly into action. His hand 
reached to the controls even as he glanced down and saw for 
himself that the yacht on which Batman had been preparing to land 
no longer existed. It had simply disappeared. 

In the blink of an eye, the entire boat had vanished. “Holy 
Titanic,” Robin gasped. 

Then Robin saw something else. Deadly fins cutting across the 


waves toward Batman. 
Robin yanked on the controls and breathed a prayer. 
Too late! 


As the Batcopter began to ascend, a giant shark reached the spot 
where Batman, clinging precariously to the rope ladder, was just 
swinging clear of the waves. In one monstrous leap the shark 
hurtled out of the ocean. Droplets of water ran from its sandpaper 
skin. Its great jaws opened. 


Desperately, Batman tried to swing up and away from the deadly 
grasp of the killer jaws. 


But the shark seemed to twist its body in midair—to strike 
directly at Batman. 


The fierce and clenching jaws found their target and closed tight! 


CHAPTER 2 


Watching from the cabin of the Batcopter, Robin had every reason 
to believe Batman was doomed. 


The cowled figure of the Caped Crusader was locked tightly with 
the huge body of the shark. The shark’s jaws seemed to have closed 
entirely around Batman’s body. 


The Batcopter soared steeply upward, lifting up Batman and the 
huge writhing monster of the deep. Batman’s fists futilely flailed at 
the shark’s snout—the most sensitive part of the great fish’s body. 
The shark hung on tenaciously. 


As the wild midair struggle went on, the rope ladder swayed 
back and forth dangerously. The combined weight of Batman and 
the shark began to ravel the supports of the rope ladder. One side 
broke and the ladder swayed down at a perilous angle. 


Batman managed to free one hand and pull out his radio. 


“Batman to Robin,” he yelled. “Superemergency! Send down the 
shark-repellent Batspray!” 


In the cockpit Robin set the Bathold, and from a clip in rack he 
chose a spray can. As he started out the door, he realized that he 
could not put his weight onto the weakened Batladder without 
tearing it loose. He got down on his knees and edged himself over 
the sill. Soon he was hanging, trapeze fashion, by his knees. He was 
still too far from Batman’s reaching hand. He edged further over the 
door sill. Finally only his toes were hooked over the sill as he 
stretched down to where Batman was struggling with the shark on 
the crazily dangling rope ladder. 


He was still a foot away from Batman’s groping fingers! 


Just then the shark went into a veritable orgy of writhing 
contortions. Batman hung on, pummeling and choking the beast in 


an attempt to work himself free. It was no use. Not for an instant 
did the shark’s deadly grip loosen. But after a while its mad aerial 
dance quieted. 

Robin stretched downward, holding out the can. 

Batman reached up with his free hand. There was no point of 
contact. 

“Drop it,” Batman gasped. “Drop it, Robin!” 

Robin’s fingers. loosed their hold. As the can fell, Batman 
grabbed for it. He caught it and clutched it tightly. 

Then he turned the spray can toward the shark and depressed the 
ejector. A whiff of blue mist shot out. 

The shark’s mighty tail gave a great convulsive heave and the 
huge jaws loosened. 

Unconscious, the monster of the deep plunged head over tail 
toward the water below. 

When the giant fish touched the top of the ocean, there was a 
huge gout of water. It was quickly followed by the rending sound of 
a terrible explosion! 

“Holy sardine!” Robin said. “It exploded!” 

Batman looked up to the Boy Wonder suspended above him. 

“I began to suspect it, Robin,” he said calmly, “when I heard 
something ticking inside the shark. That’s what made it so urgent 
that I rid myself of the shark at once.” 

Robin’s voice was slightly hushed with awe. “Holy barber shop! 
That was a close shave.” 

“T agree, Robin. One of the most fiendish traps that we’ve ever 
escaped from...” 

Carefully Batman mounted the loosely hanging Batladder. Once 
aboard the Batcopter he pulled Robin up with him. 

“You’re not hurt at all,” Robin said. “I could have sworn that 
shark got a grip on you.” 

“Not on me, Robin.” Batman showed the raveled, tom edges of 
his famous blue cape. “I thrust this between the shark’s jaws just as 
it struck at me. I’m afraid the cape is past even Alfred’s mending 
now.” 

Robin looked out from the window of the Batcopter to where the 


ocean stretched in gray monotony to the furthest horizon. 


“And the yacht we saw. It’s completely vanished...The ship that 
wasn’t there.” 


Batman answered, musing. “Robin, I have a feeling that this case 
is going to be a strange one.” 


The next day Batman and Robin attended a press conference in 
Police Commissioner Gordon’s office. There were reporters from the 
chief Gotham City newspapers, photographers from the wire 
services, staff writers from the news magazines. Most striking of all 
those present was a girl reporter from the Moscow News Service—a 
tall dark beautiful girl who wore a simple black dress that clung to 
the curves of a ravishing figure. 


Batman finished answering the questions posed to him by the 
various reporters, and photographers took positions to let loose 
with a barrage of flashbulbs. After several minutes, Commissioner 
Gordon raised his hands. 


“All right, fellows,” Commissioner Gordon said. “That’s enough 
pictures. This press conference is at an end.” 

“I have one further question to ask,” said the Russian girl 
reporter. 

“Now, now, miss,” Inspector O’Hara said. “You heard the 
commissioner. The press conference is over.” 

“No, wait a minute,” Batman said. “I’m willing to answer the 
young lady’s question. What would you like to know, Miss—?” 

The dark girl smiled gratefully at Batman. “I am Comrade 
Kitanya Irenya Tatanya Karenska Alisoff. I represent the Moscow 
News Service.” 

“Well, Comrade Kitanya Irenya Tatanya...” 

The dark girl’s smile widened. “My friends call me Kitka,” she 
said. 

“That would be simpler,” Batman said, and smiled too. “What is 
your question, Miss Kitka?” 

Miss Kitka produced a small Leica camera from her capacious 
handbag. 

“T would like to take a picture,” she said. “But I think I would 
prefer for you to take off your mask. It will give the bettair 


picture...” 


Miss Kitka could not have foreseen the shocked response to this 
apparently simple request. A chorus of exclamations broke from the 
assembled reporters and one of the news photographers almost 
dropped his flashgun. 


“Great Scott!” Commissioner Gordon said. “Batman take off his 
mask?” 


Inspector O’Hara stared at Miss Kitka incredulously. “The woman 
must be mad,” he muttered. 


Miss Kitka looked about her in bewilderment. 


Across the furor Batman’s clear voice cut cleanly, “Please, let’s 
have order. Chief O’Hara. All of you!” The turmoil in the room 
instantly lessened. Batman continued in a kindly tone, his glance 
including Miss Kitka. “The young lady is a stranger to our shores. 
Her request was not unnatural. However impossible it is for me to 
grant...” 


Kitka’s magnificent brown eyes widened. “Impossible?” 


Batman nodded. He indicated Robin standing beside him. “If 
Robin and I were to remove our masks, the secret of our true 
identities would be revealed. That would destroy our value as crime 
fighters, Miss Kitka.” 


Chief Inspector O’Hara’s grumble interrupted: “Not even 
Commissioner Gordon and myself know who they really are.” 


Miss Kitka’s lashes fluttered down. She seemed so disappointed 
that Batman felt impelled to add, “Pll answer any other question, 
Miss Kitka.” 


Miss Kitka brightened and her curiosity returned as she looked at 
Batman and Robin. “Your so-curious costumes,” she murmured in 
an exquisitely melodious voice. “Why do you wear a uniform that 
resembles a bat?” 


“Robin and I adopted Batwear for one simple reason,” Batman 
answered. “There’s nothing that strikes terror into the heart of a 
crook like the shadow of a bat. Pardon me, are you smiling, Miss 
Kitka?” 

A dimple appeared Miss Kitka’s flawless white cheek. “I am 
sorry, Batman, but you are like the masked vigilantes in the western 
movies, no?” 


Commissioner Gordon made an unmistakable harrumphing sound. 
“Certainly not! Batman and Robin are fully deputized agents of the 
law. Now I’m afraid that I really must put an end to this conference. 
Batman and Robin have a great deal of work to do. Thank you—and 
goodbye!” 

The reporters put away their notebooks, and photographers 
quickly packed up their equipment. Miss Kitka was the last to leave 
the office. Robin noted how Batman’s gaze lingered on her 
departing figure. 

Chief Inspector O’Hara closed the door firmly and locked it. 


“You did a fine job, Batman,” Commissioner Gordon said. 
“Answered all their questions—and yet didn’t reveal anything 
vital.” 


“That wasn’t hard, Commissioner,” Batman said. “The truth is 
that I can’t explain how the yacht disappeared. But I do believe that 
it was meant to be some sort of a decoy—to lead us astray and into 
a trap—while Commander Redhead’s yacht was being hijacked 
somewhere else!” 

“And how about the exploding shark?” Commissioner Gordon 
asked. “Who could invent such a fiendish plan to take your life?” 

“Robin and I have some ideas on that score, Commissioner,” 
Batman said. “We checked the latest status report on the known 
supercriminals currently at large. Pm afraid our findings are 
discouraging. Would you reveal them to the commissioner, Robin?” 

Robin’s expression was grim. “Well, first of, all there’s the 
Penguin—that pompous. waddling master of Fowl Play. The 
maestro of a million criminal umbrellas.” 

Commissioner Gordon nodded gloomily. “He was paroled last 
month after having served a prison sentence.” 

“And there’s the Joker,” Robin said. “The fiendish Clown Prince 
of Crime.” 

“T wish I had a nickel,” Chief O’Hara said heavily, “for every time 
he’s baffled us.” 

“And there’s the Riddler,” Robin added. 

Commissioner Gordon’s mouth twitched. “What? The Riddler 
loose, too? I thought he was safely behind bars!” 

“He was,” Robin said, “until twenty-four hours ago. He 


disappeared from his solitary confinement cell at the maximum 
security prison where he was being held. They’re holding back the 
news until they’re absolutely sure he’s escaped from the prison and 
isn’t still hiding somewhere inside the walls.” 


“In view of recent developments,” Batman said, “it’s clear that 
the Riddler is at liberty once more to plague us with his Criminal 
Conundrums.” 


“The Penguin, the Joker, and the Riddler,” Commissioner Gordon 
repeated, wiping his forehead with a handkerchief. “We’re facing 
the worst combination of villains that the underworld could 
possibly produce.” 


“Pm afraid there’s even worse news, Commissioner,” Robin said. 
“You can add the Catwoman’s name to that cunning criminal 
combine!” 


“The Catwoman? Are you sure?” 
“We thought she was dead,” Chief O’Hara said. 


Robin said, “The status report clearly indicates from all available 
data—including crimes committed, hangouts frequented, and the 
otherwise unexplainable absence of her Kittycar from the custody of 
the police—that the Catwoman is alive.” 


“Saints be to mercy,” said Chief O’Hara. “You don’t think all four 
are working together, do you? That’s a nightmare—a living, waking 
nightmare for law enforcement officials all over the country.” 


“All over the world,” Batman corrected him, somberly. 


Even as this conference was taking place in Commissioner 
Gordon’s office, a taxi approached a picturesque section of the 
Gotham City waterfront area. The taxi moved slowly down rough 
cobblestoned streets past quaint low-lying buildings with old- 
fashioned mansard roofs. Finally it stopped before a building with a 
shingle sign and antique lettering: YE OLDE BENBOW TAVERN. 

From the taxi emerged the tall shapely Miss Kitka, the Russian 
news service correspondent. She paid the driver and then entered 
the tavern through the swinging doors. 

In the main ground level room of Ye Olde Benbow Tavern there 
was a small circular bar. A man in shirt sleeves, wearing a red 
armband on one arm, was serving drinks to a brace of sailors and 


their girls. At round wooden tables scattered about the room other 
sailors were gathered with pretty girl companions. Most of the 
occupants of the tavern were in various degrees of drunkenness. 


At a table in the far corner a grizzled old salt in a striped sweater 
and tight-fitting blue bell-bottom trousers was playing the 
accordion and singing a sea chantey. 


Miss Kitka went directly to a stairway at the end of the room. 
She climbed the stairs to a small landing. One door led off from the 
landing. This door was closed and a sign was prominently stenciled 
on it: HQ U.U.—STRICTLY PRIVATE. 


On the landing a broad-shouldered ugly-looking man with 
narrow eyes, dressed in semi-piratical garb, moved forward to 
intercept the visitor. Then he saw who it was. His blue-jowled 
features relaxed in a tight grin of welcome. 


“Its all right, Bluebeard,” Miss Kitka said. There was no trace of 
the accent which she had used in the press conference with Batman 
and Robin a short time before. “It’s only me.” 


Miss Kitka took a key from her handbag. Bluebeard raised his 
hand in a half-salute. “Ahoy, Catwoman,” he said. 


In a sinuous controlled movement Miss Kitka slung her handbag 
to deal Bluebeard a staggering blow. As he reeled, Miss. Kitka 
moved quickly—her beautiful face transformed with savage felinity. 
Her hand streaked out to scratch Bluebeard’s cheek, leaving a thin 
red gash. 


“Owww!” Bluebeard yelled. 
Miss Kitka’s voice was sibilant with menace: 


“Peasant,” she said. “Imbecile! How many times. have I told you? 
Never use my real name in public. Remember that, or it will go 
much harder with you the next time!” 


Bluebeard nodded mutely, holding his hand to the razor-thin 
slash in his cheek made by that sharply pointed fingernail—the 
silver-tipped nail that almost resembled a talon. 


The deadly talon of—the Catwoman! 


CHAPTER 3 


The Catwoman turned the key in the lock and opened the door. 
Within, there was a dimly lit room, hung with several multicolored 
Tiffany lamps. On the far wall was a banner which read: UNITED 
UNDERWORLD. Catwoman looked at this with a slightly 
contemptuous smile curling her perfect lips. Nor did she look with 
greater approval at the insignia of a globe encircled with an octopus 
that decorated the banner. 


On a facing wall the Penguin and the Riddler were busily tacking 
up another banner which read: “TODAY GOTHAN CITY— 
TOMORROW THE WORLD!” 


The Penguin’s top hat was pushed back on his sloping forehead, 
and his cigarette was tilted upward in a long holder. He hammered 
in a nail to hold his end of the banner to the wall. On the other side 
of the banner the Riddler, a slender agile man in a skin-fitting 
costume with a large question mark on his chest, turned to peer at 
the Catwoman. 


“How do you like it, old girl?” he asked. 


“Its childish,” Catwoman answered. She shrugged exquisite 
shoulders. “But then—all men are childish. Even master criminals.” 

From a low-slung chair nearby a coolly sardonic voice inquired, 
“Does that include me, my feline friend?” 

The lanky figure seated in the chair seemed almost boneless in 
his nonchalance. His face was chalk-white, and thin scarlet lips 
were drawn back in a mad-looking, triangularly shaped grin. 

“Your pranks are adolescent, Joker,” said the Catwoman. 
“Otherwise, you do manage to act at times like a fairly normal 
mastermind of crime should.” 

The Joker’s coal-black eyes stared at her. “I’m glad to have your 


approval, Catwoman. Now, would you mind informing us how your 
day has gone?” 

Catwoman smiled slightly as a black cat rose from a cushion on 
the floor and loped forward to her. She held out her arms and the 
cat leaped up and cradled there. 

“Did you miss me, Hecate?” she asked. The cat purred an answer 
that seemed almost human. Its green eyes kept the others in the 
room fixed in a malevolent green stare. Finally Catwoman deigned 
to answer the Joker’s question: 


“In my disguise of Kitka, I penetrated Batman’s and Robin’s press 
conference. The fools are completely baffled by how the yacht 
disappeared. And they don’t have the faintest idea of what we’re 
really up to.” 

The Joker said, “We wouldn’t have to worry about them at all if 
the Penguin’s idea had only worked out.” 


“My idea!” the Penguin answered in a high voice. 


“Your trained exploding shark. You have to admit that was a flat 
failure.” 


“Paugh,” said the Penguin disdainfully. He set his top hat 
forward at its customary rakish angle. “I still think it was a brilliant 
idea. How was I to know the Riddler’s disappearing yacht wouldn’t 
fool them long enough to make shark-bait out of Batman?” 


The Riddler’s slender figure stiffened with fury. “Are you 
blaming me, you arrogant, pompous penguin?” 
“Pompous! Me pompous? You crack-brained puzzle plotter!” 


The Riddler grasped the short stout Penguin by the lapels of his 
frock coat. Before the Penguin could move, the Joker interceded. 


“Friends,” he cautioned, “let us not forget that we are here as 
members of a United Underworld. We must hang together or we 
will hang separately. Let’s have a handshake all around on that.” 

The Joker grabbed both the Penguin’s and the Riddler’s hand. 
There was a loud zapping sound, and a blue halo of electrical fire 
danced around the Penguin and the Riddler. They seemed to dance, 
too, as they leaped in the air, electrified. 

“Yaaa-hahaha!” cackled the Joker. He opened both his palms. 
“Electrical buzzers. One of the oldest tricks in the world. You both 
fell for it!” 


“You clown!” gasped the Penguin. “I ought to bash out your 
brains!” 


“TIl help you,” said the Riddler. 
The Catwoman’s tone was sharp as her claws: “Sic ’em, Hecate!” 
At the command the black cat leaped down, hissing and spitting. 


“No!” cried the Joker. “Call off that savage animal! Or I swear I'll 
strangle the beast.” 


“I don’t think so,” the Catwoman said. “Hecate’s claws are 
treated with a poison that will make you extremely ill if you get the 
faintest scratch. Would you care to risk that?” 

The four Supercriminals, equal members of the United 
Underworld organization, glared at each other in helpless and 
frustrated anger. 


The sound of chimes distracted them. They each turned as 
though summoned. 


The Riddler rasped, “There he goes again. Commander Redhead 
wants his late afternoon tea tray.” 


“T took it to him last time,” said the Penguin. “It’s your turn, 
Joker.” 


The Joker hesitated, shrugged, and crossed the room to where a 
teapot was warming on a hot plate. He put the teapot and a cup 
with a plate of biscuits on a tray, and with a venomous glance at 
the others, left the room. 


Carrying the tea tray expertly on the fiat of one hand, the Joker 
went down a short corridor. He knocked on the door of another 
room. 


“Come in,” said a voice with an unmistakable Oxford accent. 


The Joker entered a small room that exactly duplicated a 
stateroom aboard a ship. There were no windows, only a round 
porthole in the wall, and past the double-pane glass streams of thick 
fog were passing. On a comfortable bunk bed lounged a red- 
bearded man in an immaculate yachting costume with an open shirt 
and Ascot tie. His red beard was impeccably trimmed. 

He slowly removed the spectacles with which he had been 
reading. 


“Your tea, Commander Redhead,” said the Joker. 


“Put it here on the table beside me, will you, steward?...Thank 
you. I must say I’ve enjoyed jolly good service aboard this yacht.” 


The Joker answered solemnly, “We strive to give good service, 
sir.” 

Commander Redhead surveyed the Joker with interest. “I say, 
steward. Your face has the most ghastly pallor. Are you sure you get 
enough of the old sea air?” 


The Joker’s curving black brows rose slightly. “My duties keep 
me...uh...mostly undercover, sir.” 


“Too bad, too bad.” 


Commander Redhead poured his tea. There was the hoarse sound 
of a foghorn in the room followed by the cawing of sea gulls. 


“Any notion how much longer this yacht will remain fogbound 
here off the Grand Banks?” 


“T couldn’t say, sir.” 


“Ah, well.” Commander Redhead patted the open pages of the 
book he had been reading. A stack of similarly bound volumes was 
on a shelf behind his bunk. “It gives me a jolly good chance to catch 
up on reading my Dickens. Fascinating author, don’t you think, 
steward? Although I suppose his characters aren’t exactly true to 
life.” 

“No, sir.” 

Commander Redhead sighed. “I hope we get to Gotham City one 
of these days.” He winked at the Joker in friendly fashion. “Got a 
deuced clever invention with me, y’know. Stored down in the hold. 
Should be worth millions of Yankee dollars. But a monstrous force 
for evil if it fell into the wrong hands. That’s why I have to offer it 
to the United Nations first, y’see? You do see, don’t you, old chap?” 

“Indeed yes, sir.” 

“Well, then. Pip-pip.” 

“Pip-pip to you, sir.” The Joker schooled himself to assume a 
grave and courteous expression. If you wish anything further, sir... 
just ring.” 

“T will, old chap. Ta-ta for now!” 

The Joker carefully closed and locked the door behind him. He 
went down a short corridor to a hallway that led past the porthole 
of the room he had just left. Here a man in pirate’s garb was turning 


a crank that raised and lowered a painted seascape. Steam rose 
from a water-heating device near him while a large fan blew steam 
past the porthole. It created an effect that closely resembled 
streamers of fog drifting by. The henchman had one bare foot in a 
large water pail which he sloshed about occasionally, imitating the 
sound of water sloshing against the sides of a ship. At intervals he 
reached up to pull a cord that operated a foghorn on the wall. At 
other times he switched on a record that reproduced the cawing 
noise of sea gulls. 

“Keeping busy, eh Quetch?” the Joker asked. 

“TIl say I am. I feel like a one-man band.” 

“Well, you won’t be on duty much longer. Morgan will relieve 
you in ten minutes. Keep up the good work. Commander Redhead is 
convinced that he’s in his cabin on his yacht.” 

Quetch grinned. “Aye, aye, Joker,” he said. He reached up and 
pulled a cord. 

The foghorn blew. 


When the Joker returned to the headquarters room of the United 
Underworld, the simmering feud between his three compatriots in 
crime had begun to cool. 


“After all,” the Catwoman was purring, “we’re in this together. 
We have the whole world almost in our grasp.” 


“Only Batman and Robin are still alive to block us,” said the 
Riddler. “That’s what makes me so angry!” 


The Penguin smiled impishly. “By now, that cursed Dynamic Duo 
must have an inkling as to how we made that ship disappear. Unless 
I miss my guess, they’ll be ready to check up on their theory. And 
when they do...” 


The Joker said, “For once, Penguin, you’re not talking like a 
featherbrained bird. When Batman and Robin go to investigate, 
we'll be there waiting. And that will be our chance to rid ourselves 
of those two forever!” 

“May I make a suggestion, gentlemen?” the Catwoman asked. 

“By all means, my dear,” answered the Penguin, removing his 
top hat to make a sweeping courtly bow. 


The Catwoman said in a sharper tone, “If we intend to be on the 


scene before Batman and Robin get there, we’d better waste no 
time. It’s been my experience that they are usually at least one step 
ahead of where we think they are.” 


The Penguin replaced his top hat firmly on his head. 


“An excellent suggestion. PII call our secret dock at the river 
bottom immediately—and tell them to prepare the submarine for 
sea!” 


In a completely dark Batcave, Batman and Robin bent tensely 
over a film-developing tank. They were wearing dark goggles and 
rubber gloves. The darkness was illuminated only by the red glow 
from the developing machine which produced superfine Batgrain 
reproductions of photographs. 


The tank began to gurgle noisily. Batman, without taking his 
glance from the tank, reached out to throw a switch on a timing 
device. After a few more seconds a bell rang to indicate that the 
developed film was ready for viewing. 


Robin said, “Here it comes now, Batman.” He read a dial on the 
machine. “These pictures were taken automatically by the 
Batcamera in the Batcopter as we approached the yacht from an 
altitude of eight hundred and thirty-nine feet.” 


A dried glossy print slipped out neatly into a receptacle below 
the developing tank. Robin picked it up quickly as Batman turned 
off the developer and switched on the lights in the Batcave. 

Robin pushed up his goggles in astonishment. “Holy Merlin-the- 
Magician!” he said. 

“What’s wrong, Robin?” 

Wordlessly Robin showed the dry print to Batman. The 
photograph showed nothing but a wide expanse of empty and 
choppy ocean! 

Robin said, “I figured the other snapshots might have been taken 
from an angle which didn’t include the yacht. But I know this 
picture was taken when the Batcamera was aimed right at the 
yacht. And there isn’t anything there!” 

Batman pursed his lips as he examined the photo. “It proves that 
my hunch was right, Robin.” 

“You-you expected this? I don’t get it, Batman.” 


Batman placed his goggles in a rack. He was silent for a moment 
before he said, “Think about it, Robin. No one can make a seagoing 
vessel simply disappear. Certainly no vessel as large as Commander 
Redhead’s yacht. What explanation does that leave?” 


“You mean...the yacht never really was there?” 


Batman nodded approvingly. “Precisely. The yacht was a mere 
illusion. It was a projected image, something like the common 
desert mirage. The image deceived our naked eyes but couldn’t 
deceive the Batcamera’s Polarized Batfilter.” 


“Where did the projection come from, Batman?” 

“Tve given some thought to that. I think I know where. Come 
this way.” 

Batman led the way to a bench. He laid the dried photo out flat 
on the bench and swung a magnifying lens over it. He peered 
through, and after a moment yielded his. place to Robin. 


“Observe,” he told the Boy Wonder. “That bell buoy.” 
“What about it?” 


“Wed better check its position.” Batman frowned in 
concentration. “Let’s see. The coordinates are...one-ten-point-three 
by six-nine-dash-B. Quickly, Robin. Feed those figures into our 
Navigational Aid Computer.” 


Robin hurried to the Navigational Aid Computer nearby. He 
tapped out the figures that Batman had given to him on the bank of 
keys before he pressed a button. There was a whirring sound as the 
machine performed intricate mathematical calculations. When the 
answer was ready, a light flashed. 


Robin snatched up a slip of paper on which the answer was 
punched out. “The computer says there is no legal bell buoy at that 
position!” 

“Just as I surmised,” Batman replied. “The bell buoy is clever 
camouflage for a projection device. Come on, Robin. We’d better 
check up—fast. To the Batboat!” 

A few minutes later the Batmobile deposited Batman and Robin 
at an ugly-looking section of Gotham City. 

Old railroad ties were rusting in piles of black-red metal, and 


flotsam floated on the nearby river. A tumble-down wooden shack 
bore a sign: THIS BUILDING IS ABANDONED PRIVATE PROPERTY. 


STRICTLY NO TRESPASSING <. 


Batman and Robin raced to the shed on the water’s edge. Batman 
turned a knob on a cobwebbed black box fastened to the side of the 
shed and almost hidden in tall weeds. 


Inside, machinery whirred. Then the front of the shed lowered 
and the amazing Batboat appeared on a track. 


The prow of the boat was shaped like a bat’s head and the sleek 
sides were like a bat’s wings folded back. Batman and Robin leaped 
into the cockpit. The Batwings folded out, beat the air, and shot the 
boat forward off the tracks and into the water. The boat’s bottom 
barely seemed to touch the waves, skipping from crest to crest as 
though on hydrofoils. In mid-river the boat executed a sharp right- 
angle turn, throwing up a huge curtain of spray as it set off on a 
new course. 


“Atomic hydrothrust,” Batman ordered. 


Robin was watching the instruments closely. “Port and starboard 
thrusters ready. Lights green.” 

“Set stabilizers. Thrust level—twelve.” 

“Aye, aye, Batman!” 

The Batwings on the side of the wondrous little craft folded over 
and down to project out from the sides a few inches under the 
water. This enabled them to act as stabilizers to hold the boat 
steady when it executed maneuvers at superspeed. 


“Brace yourself, Robin,” Batman said. “I’m turning on full power. 
FULL AHEAD!” 


The Batboat appeared to resemble a guided missile as it launched 
forward at terrific speed. Soon it became a blur of motion and light, 
racing past a powerboat as though the other craft were standing 
still, whizzing under the mighty arch of the Jefferson Bridge. Within 
seconds the Batboat was leaving Gotham City Harbor behind and 
heading for the open sea. 


At the helm, Batman handled the wheel with the ease and 
assurance of a maestro evoking from super-engines every nuance of 
power. From the laconic tone of his conversation with Robin in the 
cockpit one would never have guessed that they were traveling at 
speeds far beyond any ever attained by the swiftest oceangoing 
craft. 


“We should be getting near, Robin. Batradar ready?” 
“Roger! I’ve got it locked onto that phony bell buoy.” 
“What’s the range to the buoy?” 

Robin checked the Batradarscope. “Ten-five-one-six.” 
“Keep a sharp watch for suspicious vessels in the vicinity.” 


“Aye, aye. So far, it looks as though we’ve got the whole ocean to 
ourselves.” 


The Batboat roared on. 


The presence of the Batboat was known. 


At a depth of several hundred feet below the surface, a quarter of 
a mile distant from the bell buoy, a submarine hung silently in the 
deep. 

At the sonar set in the control room, the rough-looking, burly 
sailor known as Bluebeard held the earphones tight against his ears. 

He exclaimed, “Unidentified small craft bearing one-one-three!” 

The Penguin had been nearby leaning on his umbrella and 
puffing jauntily at his cigarette. He suddenly snapped to attention. 

“How fast is it approaching, Bluebeard?” 

Bluebeard listened to his sonar set. The beep-beeping sounds 
increased in frequency with every second. “I don’t believe it,” he 
said. “No boat can travel that fast!” 

“Ha!” said the Penguin. “Just as I thought. It’s Batman and 
Robin!” 

The Riddler laughed. “They’re racing into our trap. Just as we 
planned!” 

The Joker said sourly, “Let’s hope so. It all depends on whether 
the Penguin knows what he’s doing. I don’t like this arrangement, 
where he’s the boss at sea. He’s no better qualified as a seaman than 
I am.” 

“Don’t be petty, Joker, if you please,” said the Catwoman. “The 
Penguin is a better aquatic bird than any of the rest of us. Certainly 
more than I. You know how cats hate the water!” 

The Penguin snapped orders to the piratical Morgan and Quetch 
nearby at the submarine’s steering controls. 

“Diving planes. Up three degrees.” He reached for the 


microphone. “Quack-quack! This is your captain, the Penguin 
speaking. Now hear this, my pretty-pinioned pirates. Were 
approaching the bell buoy.” 


“Who do you think you’re impressing with that idiotic 
approach?” the Joker asked. “There’s no one else on board but the 
people in this room. We can all hear you without benefit of the 
public address system.” 

“On land, others may command,” the Penguin answered stiffly. 
“At sea, it’s me. We’ll do things the way I like. Now hear this! We 
are going to approach the bell buoy, and we’ll be on hand when 
Batman and Robin show up. Shine up your cutlasses, my pretties.” 

“Our—what?” asked the Joker sarcastically. 

“There might be skullduggery afoot,” said the Penguin. 

“If there is any skullduggery, we won’t do our dirty work with 
cutlasses. Try to keep up with the times, will you Penguin? I think 
you’ve read Treasure Island one time too many!” 

The Penguin gave the Joker a chilly glance with his monocled 
eye. Then he turned to the Riddler. 

“Hold her steady, Mr. Riddler! Up periscope,” he commanded. 

The Riddler passed the order on to Morgan and Quetch. As the 
submarine rose toward the surface, the Penguin brought the 
periscope viewer down to eye level. He peered through it at the 
cross-haired sight. 

“Great heavenly ice floes,” he exclaimed. “Just as I hoped, Mr. 
Riddler—look!” 

The Riddler took the Penguin’s place at the periscope viewer. 
After a single glance he pulled his head away. 

He gave a joyous shout. “Torpedoes! Torpedoes! What are we 
waiting for?” 

The Penguin answered drily, “Let’s not be hasty, Mr. Riddler. The 
Batboat would prove too elusive a target. If they saw the torpedoes 
coming Batman and Robin might maneuver out of danger. So we’ll 
bide our time—until Batman and Robin are on the bell buoy itself.” 

“And we'll blow them to kingdom come!” exulted the Riddler. 
“Penguin, I’ve got to hand it to you. You’re a smart old bird.” 

The Penguin’s chest expanded at this praise. He stroked his 
buttonless waistcoat as though preening feathers. 


The submarine’s engines stopped. The sleek cigar-shaped vessel 
hung motionless beneath the ocean surface, its torpedo tubes 
pointed at its target—the bell buoy. 


The Batboat pulled alongside the gently rolling buoy. At close 
range it appeared to be a conventional buoy, with a platform base, 
a six-foot-high tripod, and a bell at the top. 


Robin poised himself at the bow of the Batboat and jumped 
nimbly to the buoy platform. 


As Robin made the Batboat fast to the buoy, Batman leaped over 
to the platform to join Robin. Robin was already peering down 
through the hollow center of the buoy platform. 


“Look here, Batman!” 


Batman joined him to look down through the hollow core. “It’s 
an underwater shark cage. This must be where they kept that 
fiendish fish...” 

“What cruelty,” Robin said, and his cheek muscles knotted with 
anger. “Stuffing a poor shark with an explosive charge of TNT.” 

“If human life means nothing to those devils, you can’t expect 
them to worry about fish. Nothing’s sacred to them, Robin.” 

Batman and Robin had been busy dusting different areas of the 
buoy and examining them with magnifying glasses for fingerprints. 

“Tt’s a slender hope, Robin. Salt and corrosion probably erased all 
prints. But there do seem to be smudge prints above. Near that 
tricky Mirage Projector.” 

Robin scrambled up the tripod to the spot that Batman indicated. 
At the top was an intricate camera and projector attachment 
concealed within the bell. 

“No fingerprints up here,” he reported. “But—wow!—what a set 
of superpower lenses! This is really clever apparatus, Batman.” 

As Robin looked off from his tripod vantage point, he suddenly 
lost interest in the Mirage Projector and in trying to find 
fingerprints. 

“Holy Long John Silver!” he blurted. “I see something out there. 
It—it looks like a pirate periscope.” 

“Where?” 

Batman looked in the direction that Robin pointed. Less than a 


quarter of a mile away the black snout of a submarine periscope 
protruded above the water. A small skull-and-crossbones flag 
fluttered from the periscope. 


“It has to be them, Batman. It has to be!” 


Batman’s reply was outwardly calm. But there was clear tension 
in his voice: “You’d better get down right away, Robin. I think 
we're in for trouble!” 


Inside the submarine’s command room the Penguin had his eyes 
still glued to the periscope viewer. 


“They’ve spotted us,” he announced. “Set the torpedoes to 
Automatic Homing. Kindly activate the Remote Control Magnet 
inside that buoy.” 


The Riddler was dancing with impatience. “You crazy bird,” he 
said. “Fire them off. Quickly!” 


“Mr. Joker,” said the Penguin calmly. 

“Yes?” 

“You have the honor of firing the first torpedo.” 
“Oh, thank you, Penguin.” 


The Joker rubbed his hands with anticipation. He assumed a 
position beside the firing button to await the command. 


The Penguin said calmly, “Fire the first torpedo.” 


“What a delicious moment,” said the Joker. He pushed the 
button with a gloved long index finger. “Fire one!” 


The Catwoman smiled sadly, and stroked the cat Hecate in her 
arms. 


“Full fathom five shall Batman lie,” she said. 


From the nose of the submarine a torpedo shot out, sending 
millions of foaming bubbles back from the wake. 


On the bell buoy, Batman helped Robin down to the platform. 
“Quick! We have to get back to the Batboat.” 
“You're not kidding,” Robin said. “Look what’s coming our way.” 


A deadly streak of white cut the green water on its way toward 
the bell buoy. 


“A torpedo!” Batman bent quickly to untie the Batboat. 
It was at this moment that disaster struck. 
The bell buoy gave off a loud buzzing, zapping sound. 


Batman and Robin felt the tingle of electric power in the metal 
platform beneath their feet. The next instant, a tremendous invisible 
force appeared to seize them and flung them toward the tripod. 


Robin was slammed tight against the metal. 
“Holy glue pot!” he exclaimed. “What’s going on?” 
Batman was also pinned against the tripod. 


As he struggled to break the terrible grip that held him, Batman 
gasped, “They’ve converted this buoy into a gigantic magnet.” 


“Then we’re finished, Batman,” Robin said. “The torpedo is going 
to strike the buoy at any moment!” 


Indeed the approaching torpedo was visible scarcely thirty yards 
away, coming on directly toward its target. 


Batman said calmly, “Robin, do exactly as I tell you. Reach down 
with your free foot and hook my utility belt transmitter from its 
pouch.” 


Twisting and turning, Robin managed to work his leg to the air 
at a level with Batman’s utility belt. He reached across carefully 
with his foot and hooked the little strap of the utility belt radio. 
Even though time was rapidly running out, he worked with 
deliberate caution. To make the slightest mistake now would be 
fatal, he knew, and though his nerves screamed for faster action, he 
forced himself to be sure of each movement. 


Robin lifted his leg carefully until his foot dangled the utility belt 
radio directly in front of Batman’s face. Batman succeeded in 
getting his teeth around the controls. He managed to move the 
dials. 

He grunted, “If I can reverse the polarity...make the Batradio 
send out waves of superenergy...” 

A final supreme effort wrenched the dial control around. 

The radio instantly gave off a high-pitched, almost inaudible 
wail, rising and falling like an air raid siren pitched at an 
unendurable high note. Immediately an intense yellow-blue flame 
flickered around the little radio transmitter. 


Too late, Robin thought, as he closed his eyes and clenched his 
teeth against the rending explosion to come. 


BAROOOM! 


CHAPTER 4 


A huge spout of water rose from the ocean. The buoy heeled over 
until it was almost horizontal. A torrential spray of water inundated 
Batman and Robin. 


Then the bell buoy slowly began to right itself. 


Robin said, “The torpedo exploded a few yards before it reached 
the buoy. Not a second to spare!” 


“Here comes another!” Batman warned. 
A second torpedo was now headed toward the buoy. 


Again Batman turned the dial on the utility radio. This time the 
crackle of reverse energy detonated the torpedo while still a 
hundred yards away. There was a tremendous explosion 
underwater. Waves were thrashed into angry whirlpools by the 
force of the blast. 


“Here comes a third one,” Robin said. “It’s just been fired!” 


Again the little radio transmitter flickered with its discharge of 
powerful energy. As its high-pitched wail reached a climax, the 
third torpedo detonated. A fountain of water streamed skyward 
close beside the pirate sub’s periscope. 


In the command room of the submarine, everyone was rocked by 
the concussion of the prematurely exploded torpedo. Lights went 
out, and came on again dimly. Then they heard an ominous, slow- 
dripping sound. 


“Confound it!” said the Penguin. “They must have been using a 
Superenergy Reverse Polarizer. They detonated all three of our 
torpedoes before they reached the target!” 


“This last one nearly sank us,” said the Joker accusingly. “Listen 


to that dripping sound. We’ve sprung a leak.” 


“Morgan! Quetch! Bluebeard!” The Penguin snapped out orders. 
“Find that leak and fix it.” 


“What next, Penguin?” asked the Riddler. 


“Egad! I fear this area is unsafe for us to linger in. The 
magnetizing effect of that buoy will only last a few minutes. When 
Batman and Robin are free, they’ll come after us. It behooves us to 
quit the field of combat.” 


“What you're trying to say,” summed up the Catwoman with 
silky reproach, “is that you’ve failed.” 


“Let’s not quibble about words—on the brink of a watery grave,” 
said the Penguin. “As soon as that leak has been repaired, we'll 
down periscope—and dive!” 


Within the hour the Batboat was safely back to its camouflaged 
hideout. Batman and Robin returned to the Batmobile parked 
nearby, and Batman took the mobile Batphone out of its cradle and 
dialed a number. 

“Hello,” he said. “Batman speaking. Put me through to the 
Pentagon at once!” 

A moment later Batman was conversing with a viceadmiral in his 
office at the Pentagon. 

“Ahoy, Batman, what can we do for you?” asked Admiral 
Jettison. 

“A routine question, Admiral...Have you sold any war surplus 
submarines? If so, to whom?” 

During the brief interval, Batman heard the distant refrain of a 
stanza of “Anchors Aweigh” being whistled. Then Admiral Jettison 
came back on the telephone. “The answer is affirmative, Batman. 
We disposed of a war surplus submarine, pre-atomic model, to some 
chap named P. N. Gwynne.” 

“P. N. Gwynne,” Batman repeated. “The Penguin!” 

“I beg your pardon.” 

“What do you know about this P. N. Gwynne, Admiral?” 

“Not very much, I’m afraid. According to our Rolodex file, he’s a 
prominent ornithologist. One of those bird blokes, you know. Said 
he needed the submarine to study the habits of diving seabirds.” 


Batman shook his head despondently. There was no question of 
Admiral Jettison’s ability as a seagoing warrior but his capacities as 
a crime fighter were seriously open to question. 


“Did this P. N. Gwynne leave an address?” Batman asked. 


“Pm afraid not. He paid cash, you see. One million dollars right 
on the barrelhead. So we didn’t have to check credit references or 
any of that rot.” 


“I see. Thank you, Admiral Jettison.” 


“Avast and belay, Batman! Your tone sounds grim. We haven’t 
done anything...foolish by selling that surplus submarine, have 
we?” 

“I wouldn’t go that far, Admiral. But I would suggest that you 
take the utmost precautions before you sell any more pre-atomic 
submarines. Good day, Admiral Jettison.” 


Batman replaced the mobile Batphone in the Batmobile. 


Robin said bitterly, “The Penguin...in command of one of the 
Navy’s pre-atomic submarines.” 


“As a taxpayer I suppose we could charge the Navy big shots 
with the utmost laxity. But they have their own troubles at the 
Pentagon. Nevertheless, this does present us with a grave situation, 
Robin. Any time the Penguin pays out a million dollars for 
anything, it’s a sure bet that he intends to collect many times that 
sum in return.” 

“What shall we do, Batman?” 

“There’s nothing we can do—until we get some inkling of what 
foul plot the four supervillains are up to.” 

Batman and Robin climbed into the cockpit of the Batmobile. As 
the wonder car started back toward Gotham City, a strange, fearful 
sight appeared on the horizon. 

Arcing high over the tallest buildings of Gotham City’s skyline 
shot the long lean shape of a deadly Polaris missile! 

Robin choked, “Holy TNT!” 

Batman followed the flight of the missile as it slowly rose higher 
and higher in its arc. “It’s from that pirate submarine, no doubt,” he 
said harshly. “But why would they attack Gotham City with such a 
destructive...” 

Then he stopped. 


The Polaris missile had simply gone crazy. Now visible only as a 
small sphere high in the air, the missile plunged abruptly down, 
then up again, then down again, and finally began making wild 
corkscrew gyrations. With each new dart and thrust the berserk 
missile left behind it a trail of smoke. 


“Robin! Look! The missile is writing something!” Abruptly the 
Polaris missile halted, at the end of its. message. It was poised 
almost vertically upright in a cloudless sky. A shiver passed through 
its long sleek metal body—and then it simply disintegrated! 

A dull boom reached the Batmobile. 

“It’s blown up!” Robin said. “There isn’t anything left.” 

“Except the message it wrote in the sky. Another of the Riddler’s 
criminal conundrums.” 

Clearly etched against the blue heavens were smoke-fashioned 
words: WHAT DOES A TURKEY DO WHEN HE FLIES UPSIDE 
DOWN? WHAT WEIGHS SIX OUNCES, SITS IN A TREE, AND IS 
VERY DANGEROUS? 

Robin said, “A pair of joking riddles—written by a Polaris 
missile. It proves that our old antagonist, the Penguin, has 
temporarily turned over command to—the Riddler!” 


“The Riddler never gives up trying to fool us with his word 
puzzles. Well, what do you think, Robin? ‘What does a turkey do 
when he flies upside down?” 


Robin pondered this for perhaps five seconds. “Simple. He 
GOBBLES UP.” 


“Of course,” agreed Batman. “Now for number two. ‘What 
weighs six ounces, sits in a tree, and is very dangerous?” 


“Did the Riddler believe we wouldn’t get that one? It’s a 
SPARROW WITH A MACHINE GUN.” 


“Obviously.” 


“T still don’t get the full meaning, Batman. He gobbles up. A 
sparrow with a machine gun. What sense does that make?” 


“Let’s combine the answers, Robin. What kind of a creature 
would gobble up a sparrow in a tree?” 


“Holy conundrum!” said Robin. “A...a cat!” 


“Yes. The Riddler is telling us that the criminal catalyst in the 
next episode with the Fearsome Foursome will be—the Catwoman!” 


Robin’s jaw set with determination. “I look forward to another 
meeting with her. But how and where will she strike? That’s still 
the question.” 


“We may have the answer to that all too soon, Robin. We’ll have 
to be especially on guard for the next couple of days.” 


The Batmobile sped on—toward Gotham City. 


Meanwhile, at the headquarters of the United Underworld, the 
Riddler, the Penguin, the Catwoman, and the Joker were studying a 
small-scale model of the United World Building. The scale model 
was an exact reproduction of the streets and buildings that 
surrounded the slab-like tower of steel. 


The Catwoman’s voice was softly purring: “My dear comrades in 
crime, the United World Building is our objective. Inside that 
building the delegates to the Security Council are sitting like fat 
birds in a tree, waiting to be snatched.” 


“We have the weapon to gain power beyond our dreams,” the 
Joker said. “But do we dare to strike until Batman and Robin have 
been taken care of? If those two are around, they may ruin all our 
plans. Thanks to the bungling of our bird-brained friend here, the 
Dynamic Duo escaped our last trap.” 

“My bungling!” said the Penguin indignantly. “It was only by a 
miracle that Batman and Robin survived those torpedoes.” 

The Riddler snapped impatiently, “Time’s getting short. Far too 
short to waste in arguing. I say that we must get Batman before he 
gets us.” 


The Penguin’s monocled eye glittered. “Perhaps I can lure him 
into the fatal embrace of a Giant Poisoned Umbrella...” 


The Joker snorted derisively. “You silly bird. They’ve been on to 
your umbrella tricks for years.” 


The Penguin’s prideful feathers were ruffled. “Indeed? And I 
suppose, Mr. Joker, that they’ve been outwitted by your moldy 
jokes. I must say that I see no evidence of that.” 


“Oh, shut up—all of you!” snapped the Riddler. “It’s been agreed 
that I’m in command. So you d better listen to me.” 


“Do you have an idea?” asked the Catwoman. 
“T always have an idea,” answered the Riddler. “This time I can 


foresee the end for Batman and Robin. We’ll lure them into a trap 
and spring them from Joker’s jack-in-the-box into Penguin’s giant 
umbrella.” 

“Do you have to speak in riddles even when you're talking to 
us?” the Catwoman asked in some annoyance. Hecate, sitting on her 
lap, arched her back and hissed slightly. 

The Riddler laughed nastily. “The trigger to Batman’s doom will 
be one of my riddles. And the bait will be... you, Catwoman!” 

“Her?” asked the Joker incredulously. “You’re mad, Riddler. The 
minute Batman spots her, he’ll bop her with a Batarang.” 

“He saw her at the press conference in Commissioner Gordon’s 
office. And nothing happened, did it?” 

“That’s because she was disguised as...” The Joker’s protest 
halted in mid-sentence. He brushed his high pompadour of grass- 
green hair back apologetically. “I understand. The Catwoman will 
be disguised as Miss Kitka.” 

The Riddler nodded. “My idea is to have her bait the trap with 
some millionaire. We’ll kidnap him and wait for Batman to come to 
the rescue.” 

The Penguin burbled throatily, “Just to make sure, we’ll plant a 
clever clue leading here!” 

“Delicious” said the Catwoman. 

“Capital!” said the joker. “Only one question. Which millionaire 
shall we kidnap?” 

“T know the perfect victim,” the Riddler responded. “His name is 
Bruce Wayne. He’s the head of that disgusting do-gooding Wayne 
Foundation.” 

“Just the sort of square, upright, decent citizen that Batman will 
dash to rescue,” said the Joker. 

“PURR-fect,” said the Catwoman. 

The Riddler brought the thumb and forefinger of his hand 
together as though closing a trap. “Then, snap!” he said. 

“Into my umbrella trap!” shouted the Penguin joyously. 

“From my jack-in-the-box,” said the Joker. 

The Riddler bowed toward the Catwoman. “Of course, the entire 
success of the plan will depend on—Catwoman.” 


The Catwoman smiled lazily while Hecate licked its lips. Then 
she slowly reached up and pulled off her domino pussy-mask. Her 
emerald-green eyes gleamed coldly. She removed contact lenses 
from a concealed pocket in her costume and fitted them into her 
eyes. The emerald-green color of her eyes changed to the soft warm 
brown of the Russian newswoman, Miss Kitka. 

Even the Catwoman’s voice sounded different, slightly accented. 
She said, “Comrade Wayne, my name is Kitanya Irenya Tatanya 
Karenska Alisoff.” The Catwoman’s beautiful face was _ stonily 
impassive as she added: “My friends call me Kitka...” 


In the Batcave a huge lighted map was against one wall. The 
lucite map was labeled, “Short Island Sound. Submarine Contour 
Map.” 

Batman measured off a section of the map with protractors. 

“This channel, Robin. What is the depth at high tide?” 

Robin read a table of depth soundings which had been supplied 
by the Coast Guard. 

“Two fathoms, point eight, Batman.” 

“This seems to be the only point through which a submarine can 
pass. Even then it would be chancy, but a submarine could make 
it.” He frowned. “I wonder if the Penguin has enough navigational 
skill.” 

“If he hasn’t, he wouldn’t admit it, Batman.” 

“You're right, Robin. In that event, it seems we should proceed 
on the assumption that the pirate submarine is berthed at...” 

“Hold it a minute, Batman. There goes the telephone.” 

In an alcove in the rock wall, a Batphone blinked on and off...off 
and on. 

“Answer it, Robin. It must be Alfred from the study.” Alfred, the 
butler, was the only one who knew Batman’s and Robin’s secret 
identities. Therefore he was the only man outside of the Caped 
Crusaders themselves who knew the secret of the fabulous Batcave. 

Robin crossed to the wall and removed the Batphone from its 
hiding place. “Yes, Alfred?” 

Familiar clipped tones came over the wire: “A young lady is here, 
Master Robin. She wishes to see Mr. Bruce Wayne.” 


“What does she want?” 
“She’s a newspaper woman, I believe.” 


“Tell her Mr. Wayne is too busy to give interviews in connection 
with the Wayne Foundation at this time.” 


“That isn’t why she wishes to see him, Master Robin. She’s a 
Russian newspaperwoman. Her name is Miss Kitka...” 


“Kitka?” Robin said in surprise. 


“Indeed, Master Robin. The name is apparently an acronym 
formed from the initial letters of a somewhat lengthy name which I 
have regrettably failed to memorize. She wishes to see Mr. Bruce 
Wayne most urgently and would not reveal to me the purpose of 
her visit.” 


“Hmm. I see. Just a minute, Alfred.” Robin turned to where 
Batman was making further calculations about the pirate sub’s 
probable hiding place. “It’s Miss Kitka, Batman. That snappy looker 
from the Russian news service. She wants to see Bruce Wayne.” 


“Curious, isn’t it?” 
“It could be a coincidence.” 


“And it might be that she thinks she’s found a connection 
between Batman, whom she met at the press conference, and Bruce 
Wayne. Pll have to check it out.” He took the phone from Robin. 
“Tell Miss Kitka, Alfred, that Mr. Wayne is too busy to see her 
unless she can give him some idea of the reason she wishes to see 
him.” 

“Very good, sir.” A moment later Alfred’s voice returned: “All she 
will say, sir, is that she has come to talk with Mr. Wayne about...a 
riddle, sir.” 


“A riddle?” 
“That’s what she said, sir.” 


Batman considered this, frowning. “That answer could be 
interpreted in two ways,” he said to Robin off the phone. “The 
riddle might concern the secret of my identity. Or...” 


“It might be some sort of message from the Riddler.” Batman 
nodded decisively. He said to Alfred, “Tell Miss Kitka that Mr. 
Wayne will be down to see her in a few minutes. Have her wait in 
the main salon.” 


“Very good, sir.” 


Batman hung up the phone. “If it is a message from the Riddler, 
why would be entrust it to Miss Kitka? And why would she deliver 
it to Bruce Wayne?” 


“Tt could be a trap, Batman.” 


“It most certainly could, Robin. Somehow I can’t believe that 
Miss Kitka is a willing accomplice in it. More likely she’s an 
innocent pawn in a devious game being played by the Riddler and 
his criminal cohorts.” 


“Be on guard, Batman. This could be tricky.” 


“Yes, Robin. Above all, as Bruce Wayne, I must be careful not to 
let Miss Kitka guess that I’ve already met her—as Batman!” 


CHAPTER 5 


“Let’s go, Robin,” Batman said, as he raced across the Batcave to the 
entrance area where the Batpoles were located. Robin followed 
quickly at his heels. 

“No time to waste,” Batman said. “I’ll have to use the 
compressed-steam Batpole lift.” 

Batman set both feet on tiny projections at the bottom of the 
Batpole. Robin reached to a nearby switch. 

“You stay here, Robin, and work out the final projections on the 
location of that pirate submarine.” Batman braced himself. “Batpole 
lift...fire!” he commanded. 


Robin shoved down the switch. CHUGG-WHOOSH! As though 
shot up from the steam catapult on an aircraft carrier, Batman 
zoomed out of sight in a cloud of vapor. 


A moment later, attired as Bruce Wayne, Batman emerged from 
the secret panel wall opening in the study. The butler Alfred was 
waiting. 

Alfred coughed discreetly. “If you’ll permit me, sir, your cravat is 
a bit askew.” 

“Thank you, Alfred.” 

Alfred helped to straighten Bruce Wayne’s hastily knotted tie. 

“There, sir. That’s better.” 

“Fine. Announce me to Miss Kitka, will you?” 


When Bruce Wayne entered the living room, Miss Kitka was 
leafing through a magazine she had picked up from a coffee table. 
Bruce cast an admiring glance at the lithe and lovely figure of the 
beautiful woman. 


“Miss Kitka, you wish to see me, I believe?” 


“Ah, yes, Comrade Wayne.” 


Bruce wondered how he could have forgotten Miss Kitka’s 
perfectly charming accent. Of course in the hurry and bustle of the 
press conference, it was hard to take special note of details. But 
still... 


“Won’t you have a chair?” Bruce Wayne indicated a comfortable 
deep-cushioned armchair. “May I get you something to drink?” 


Miss Kitka smiled; she had an enchanting smile. “You will laugh 
at me, Meestair Wayne. But I never drink—what you call?— 
intoxicating spirits. May I have a glass of lemonade?” 


“Lemonade. Of course!” Bruce Wayne was delighted to discover 
that Miss Kitka’s taste was similar to his own. “As a matter of fact, 
I’m a teetotaler myself. The pure juices of the fruit are so much 
better for the digestion.” 


He poured lemonade for them both from a crystal decanter on 
the tray. Miss Kitka settled comfortably into the armchair. The long 
sinuous lines of her body were emphasized by her relaxed posture 
in the chair. Bruce Wayne’s attention was distracted from serving 
the lemonade. 


“Now, Miss Kitka,” he said, in an attempt to be brisk and 
businesslike, “you mentioned that you want to see me in connection 
with some sort of a riddle.” 


“That is correct, Comrade Wayne,” Miss Kitka replied. She 
reached into her handbag and produced a sheet of familiar-looking 
stationery. “This was slipped under the door of my penthouse 
apartment.” 


Bruce Wayne glanced at the sheet of notepaper. “But this note is 
written on Wayne Foundation stationery!” Miss Kitka nodded, and 
tucked a small lock of dark hair behind one perfectly shaped ear. 
Everything she did, Bruce Wayne decided, was marked with a 
special sort of elegance. 


“That is why I came to you, Comrade Wayne,” she said. “At first 
I thought the note was some sort of foolishness. Then I 
remembered”—her soft voice acquired a harder undertone—“that 
there is some sort of bourgeois criminal who calls himself the 
Riddler and preys on the workers of America. Is there not such a 
person?” 


Bruce Wayne smiled. “Your jargon is a bit quaint, Miss Kitka, 


but...the answer is yes. There is such a creature. And he is quite 
dangerous.” 

“I came to you because I thought the signature on the note might 
be genuine. You will see it is signed by the Riddler.” 

“T noticed that,” Bruce Wayne said. 

“I cannot make any sense of the riddles written there.” Miss 
Kitka shrugged her shoulders. Bruce Wayne thought it was among 
the most ravishing feminine gestures he had ever seen. 

“Well...uh...the Riddler always is very cryptic. At least, so Pm 
told.” Bruce Wayne frowned. “I wonder why he chose the Wayne 
Foundation stationery to write the riddles.” 

“T thought perhaps it was meant as a threat against your so-good 
Wayne Foundation. That is why I came to you before the police.” 

“T appreciate that, Miss Kitka. I really do.” 

Miss Kitka’s eyes flashed. “The fame of the Wayne Foundation is 
known from Leningrad to Kamchatka, Comrade Wayne. It works for 
peace and understanding between peoples. We must not allow any 
harm to come to it.” 

“I quite agree with you on that point, Miss Kitka.” 

“You yourself are well known in my country, Comrade Wayne. 
Your photograph has appeared countless times in newspapers and 
magazines.” 

“That’s most gratifying. I wasn’t aware that...” 

“I must add, Comrade Wayne,” Miss Kitka said, “that your 
photographs do not do you justice. You are much better-looking in 
person.” 

Bruce Wayne felt a flush mounting into his cheeks. He tugged 
slightly at his collar. 

“Why—er—thank you, Miss Kitka.” 

“What do we do now, comrade? Report these riddles to the 
police?” 

“I hardly think there’s need for that, Miss Kitka.” Bruce Wayne 
fingered the sheet of stationery thoughtfully. 

“Then perhaps we should send for someone I met recently...your 
masked cossack...Batman.” 


Bruce Wayne chuckled. The combination of Miss Kitka’s serious 


demeanor and the quaintly outlandish things she said was 
irresistible. He had never been so captivated by any woman. 

“Miss Kitka,” he said firmly, “I have no doubt at all that this note 
is the work of some harmless crank.” 

Was he mistaken—or did Miss Kitka appear a_ shade 
disappointed? 

“On the other hand,” he said, “I may be dismissing this note too 
casually. It may have much more serious implications. Shall we give 
the matter more thought...over dinner tonight?” 

Miss Kitka blinked. Her brown eyes were the warmest, most 
vibrant, most inviting he had ever seen. Eyes of such a lustrous, 
kindly, gentle hue that Bruce Wayne felt an almost hypnotic 
attraction. 


She was speaking now. What was she saying? 

“What a purrfectly lovely idea, Comrade Wayne.” 

How exciting her voice was. There was a furry sensuous quality 
that seemed to hold out all sorts of beguiling promises. 

Bruce Wayne had to make a distinct effort to overcome the 
strange pounding sensation in his chest. 

He hoped his voice was steady: “Now, if you’ll pardon me, Miss 
Kitka, I must phone to cancel a previous business engagement. PII 
have Alfred see you to the door.” 

In answer to Bruce Wayne’s ring, Alfred’s tall lean figure 
appeared. 

“Did you want something, sir?” 

“Will you escort Miss Kitka and see that she’s put safely into a 
taxicab?” 

“Of course, sir.” 

Miss Kitka held out her hand. A dimple appeared mischievously 
in a corner of an alabaster cheek. “I’m so glad I came, Comrade 
Wayne,” she said. 

“Until tonight,” he answered. 


As soon as Alfred was out of sight with Miss Kitka, Bruce Wayne 
raced into the library. A quick turn of the switch inside 
Shakespeare’s dome, and the sliding panel in the wall moved away. 


He raced into the opening, and slid down the Batpole into the 
Batcave. 


Robin was charting final measurements on the lucite map when 
Batman rejoined him. 


“I think I’ve got it figured out, Batman. The likeliest cove for the 
submarine is—” 


“Never mind that now,” Batman said in a curt tone. 
Robin looked up in surprise. 

“We have more important work to do.” 

“More important, Batman? But I thought...” 


“As a matter of fact, get Alfred down here too. Tell him to take 
the service elevator and meet us as fast as he can. This is an 
emergency!” 

Only a few times in his life had Robin heard this particular 
urgency in Batman’s voice. This was certainly not a time for debate 
—it was a time for action. He hurried to the Batphone and placed 
the call to Alfred. 


“He’ll be right down,” he said when he returned to the table 
where Batman had opened the sheet of stationery from the Wayne 
Foundation. “What’s that?” 


“A note from the Riddler. It was delivered to Miss Kitka. Robin— 
listen to this and tell me if you interpret these riddles the same way 
I do. The first one is, ‘What has yellow skin and writes?’ “ 


Robin said, “That’s easy. A ball-point banana.” 


“Good. We agree about that. Now, the second: ‘How can you tell 
when there’s an elephant in the refrigerator?” 


“The door won’t close,” Robin answered promptly. 


“Right again!” Batman put down the sheet of paper. “And what 
would you say these riddles mean, Robin?” 

Robin’s eyes narrowed as he thought. Then be seemed to give a 
slight start. He snapped his fingers. 

“Tve got it! Someone rushin’—that could mean Russian, of course 
—will slip on a banana peel and break his neck if he reveals the 
strange big thing that’s on ice.” 


“Good thinking, Robin. That’s exactly the conclusion I came to.” 


“But why was the note delivered to Miss Kitka?” 


“Tt’s a threat to Miss Kitka’s life. As he always does, the Riddler 
delivered his threat in the form of a riddle.” 


“But why would he threaten her?” 


“In some baffling way, she must have unwittingly stumbled 
across the plot of the four Supercriminals “ 


“How?” 


Batman brought one gloved fist down into the palm of his other 
hand. “That’s what I have to find out!” 


The service elevator creaked slowly to a halt and Alfred stepped 
out of the niche in the rock wall. He had overheard the last 
exchange between Batman and Robin. 


“What is the scheme, sir?” he inquired. 

“Tve already put it in motion,” Batman answered. “The moment I 
decoded the Riddler’s message—which was while Miss Kitka was 
showing it to me—I decided that I must act as her guardian.” 


“Won’t she think it rather odd, sir, if Batman accompanies her 
whenever she goes out?” 

“Tt won’t be Batman who will accompany her,” replied the Caped 
Crusader. “Bruce Wayne will go out on the town with Miss Kitka. In 
fact, he will become her almost constant companion.” 


Alfred’s eyes twinkled. “A not displeasing chore, sir. ’'ve seen the 
young lady.” 

Batman smiled. “Indeed, Alfred, I’ve rarely met a girl who is such 
a potent argument in favor of international...relations. In fact...” He 
paused, losing the thread of what he was saying as reverie overtook 
him. He remembered Miss Kitka’s melting brown eyes, the sinuous 
lines of her gorgeous body, the dimple in her alabaster cheek. 

“You were saying, sir?” 

“What?” 

Robin said, “Batman! What’s the matter?” 

“Oh, yes.” With an effort Batman recovered. “This isn’t going to 
be all fun and games. We mustn’t forget that the life of a very lovely 
woman is in danger. If anything should happen to her...” The deep 
voice of the Caped Crusader shook with thinly repressed fury. “If 
the Riddler should touch a hair of her head, if he tries to carry out 


his filthy threat—I’ll make him wish he never was born!” 

Robin had never seen Batman so emotional. He tried to keep his 
own voice matter-of-fact: “Shall we be nearby while you’re—er— 
acting as a guardian to Miss Kitka?” 

“Of course, Robin. You and Alfred will both be in the Batmobile 
a short distance away. You’re to keep constant watch via the 
Microwave TV Batscanner.” Robin said, 

“Golly, Batman, I’d rather not do that.” 

“Why not?” 

“It would make me feel like a Peeping Tom.” 

“Robin!” Batman was shocked. When he glanced at Alfred he saw 
that the cadaverous butler was amused. 

“T see,” he said finally. “So that’s what you both think, eh? Well, 
you’re wrong. Miss Kitka is an extraordinarily attractive woman. 
But I have never put pleasure before duty—and our duty is to save 
her life. Our duty is to foil the nefarious plot of the Riddler. That’s 
what comes first. So I order you to keep constant watch with the 
Microwave TV Batscanner, and at the first sign of trouble—” 

“We'll close in!” Robin said. 


“Precisely,” Batman said coolly. His usual composure and self- 
control had returned. Do you have your driver’s license, Alfred?” 

“In my billfold, sir.” 

“Good man,” Batman said. “You will take the wheel of the 
Batmobile. That will leave Robin free to activate the Batscanner.” 
Batman put one hand on Alfred’s shoulder. “Good luck. Good 
hunting! This may prove to be a most memorable night.” 

Alfred’s tall lean frame stiffened to the challenge. 

“You may depend on me, sir.” 

Remembering Batman’s curious behavior of a few minutes 
earlier, Robin thought that the night might indeed be memorable 
for Batman, perhaps in ways that he himself did not entirely expect. 

There was no doubt that Batman was showing recognizable—and 
very human—signs of having been badly smitten by the glamorous 
Miss Kitka! 


CHAPTER 6 


A gypsy played a violin. 


The tremulous lush sounds of violin music carried through the 
smoke-laden air to a table at which Bruce Wayne sat with Miss 
Kitka. 


Never in the history of the world, Bruce Wayne was thinking, 
had any girl looked less like a Russian news correspondent. Miss 
Kitka had let her hair down; it hung long and lustrous and dark 
down her neck and tumbled in wanton disarray over incomparable 
shoulders. Her hair contrasted with the warm rich whiteness of her 
skin. She sat gracefully, with a sure sense of her body, in a kind of 
regally enticing pose. Although her lips were full and perhaps too 
boldly outlined, and her décolletage would have satisfied a show 
girl, there was something delicate about her and very proud, even 
haughty. Her flawless face was not exactly soft; there were signs of 
a distinct will and personality in the slightly stubborn tilt of jaw, 
and the high-boned character of her cheeks. Her eyes were wide yet 
slanting, wide-spaced and steady, with a hint of mystery behind 
their soft brownness. 


On the table before Bruce Wayne a pheasant was cooling under 
glass. Bruce was utterly oblivious to it. His attention was fixed on 
Kitka, who was only toying with her portion of Russian caviar. 

“May I have another glass of lemonade?” Miss Kitka inquired. 

Bruce Wayne summoned one of two stewards who were hovering 
nearby. 

“More lemonade,” he said. 

The wine steward looked pained. “Our wine cellar is the most 
famous in this part of the world, sir. We can offer you the very 
finest of vintage wines. May I suggest a Dom Perignon 1951 


champagne for the lady?” 
“Lemonade,” Bruce Wayne said firmly. 
Miss Kitka smiled at him gratefully. 


Bruce Wayne decided at that moment that she was definitely the 
most beautiful girl he had ever seen. 


Inside the hansom cab, Miss Kitka leaned back and closed her 
eyes. 

“Are you too hot?” Bruce Wayne inquired solicitously. “Are you 
too cold?” 


“Tve never felt better,” Miss Kitka replied. 


The park was dim and there was a pale radiance about the globes 
of the lamps that lined the drive at intervals. The dark foliage 
around them seemed to be whispering in murmurs, and moonlight 
glimmered peacefully above the trees. The warbling cry of a bird 
echoed in a mass of thickets. 


The clip-clopping of the horse’s hooves on the pavement was the 
only other sound. The driver in the high seat of the hansom cab was 
facing forward. 


The hansom cab turned a corner of the park drive and moved on 
at a leisurely pace. 


Hardly was the hansom cab out of sight than another vehicle 
appeared, moving at a pace no faster than that of the hansom cab. 
Its only lights were dimly glowing from bat-shaped headlights in 
the front. 


In the cockpit seats of the Batmobile—for the Batmobile it was— 
were Alfred, the butler, and Robin the Boy Wonder. Alfred was 
wearing a frock coat and a bowler hat. His only concession to his 
newly acquired status as chauffeur of the Batmobile was a domino 
eye mask which discreetly covered his eyes. He held the wheel 
firmly in both hands, watching the roadway ahead. 


Beside him Robin watched a small screen set below the 
dashboard. On the screen appeared Bruce Wayne and Miss Kitka, in 
the rear seat of the hansom cab, and Bruce Wayne reached 
tentatively across and took Miss Kitka’s hand. 


“Where do you think they’ll go next from here, Master Robin?” 
Alfred inquired. 


Robin sighed. “Who knows? I’m afraid it will be a long night.” 


At two o’clock in the morning, a sultry girl singer in a sequin 
gown was crooning “Parlez Moi d’Amour.” On the dance floor of 
the Twinkle Nightclub, Bruce Wayne and Miss Kitka were among 
several couples moving to the slow rhythms of the dance band. 


“You dance beautifully,” Bruce Wayne said. 
“So do you, comrade,” said Miss Kitka. 
“Could you learn to call me Bruce?” 


“In my country, comrade, it is more fitting to call another person 
‘comrade.”” 


“We’re in my country, now, dear Miss Kitka.” 

Miss Kitka leaned her dark head slightly against Bruce Wayne’s 
shoulder. “That is true, dear comrade.” 

The faint and subtle scent of perfume reached Bruce Wayne’s 
nostrils. This entire evening had been almost like a dream. If it is a 
dream, he thought, I would much prefer never to wake up. 

“If there were just some way...” he said. 

“Yes, dear comrade?” 

“If there were just some way we could...narrow the gulf between 
our cultures, Miss Kitka...” 

She pressed against him as they made a turn about the dance 
floor. 

“Da,” she said, elongating the word in a way that lent a special 
significance to the Russian version of yes. “Da,” she repeated. 

Bruce Wayne said forcefully, “This curtain which divides our 
countries is so foolish. If we could just contrive some fashion of... 
some method of...” 

“Yes, dear comrade?” 

“Some method of getting more deeply involved with each other,” 
Bruce Wayne blurted. 

“Da, da,” Kitka purred. “We must search for such a method.” 

Half a mile distant, in the Batmobile, Robin watched the dance 
floor scene on the Micro TV Batscanner. As Bruce Wayne touched 
Miss Kitka’s raven-dark hair, holding her head closer to his 
shoulder, Robin reached across and snapped off the switch. 


“Isn’t that against Batman’s orders?” Alfred asked mildly. 


“T can’t help it, Alfred. It isn’t right for us to watch and listen 
anymore. I mean, some things have to be private—even for a crime 
fighter.” 


Alfred coughed discreetly. “Your manners are admirable, Master 
Robin. In any event, I do believe the police expect us to check in 
about now.” 


“Roger!” Robin picked up the mobile Batphone, and pushed the 
button that connected him with Commissioner Gordon’s office. 


Commissioner Gordon answered. “Yes, Boy Wonder?” 


“Batmobile position: Gotham Central Park, south of West Drive. 
We are traveling less than five miles an hour, and are about to pass 
the Benedict Arnold monument.” 


“Great Scott! Are you driving around in circles, Boy Wonder?” 


“There isn’t much else to do, Commissioner. Bruce Wayne and 
Miss Kitka are still in the Twinkle Nightclub.” 


“Tt’s been almost two hours. What the devil are they doing?” 


“No comment, Mr. Commissioner. Let’s just say...the Batscanner 
reveals absolutely no sign of criminal activity.” 


“Ah, yes.” Commissioner Gordon’s voice held a tinge of 
amusement. “I understand. Well, we’re waiting word from you. My 
office is set up as an operations center. I have police working on a 
huge map of Gotham City and its environs. They’ve put pins in to 
indicate your position, and that of Bruce Wayne and Miss Kitka. We 
have additional pins ready for whenever the Riddler and his 
criminal cohorts decide to strike.” 


“Pm glad to hear that, Commissioner. But perhaps we can pin 
matters down somewhat better.” 

“How do you mean, Boy Wonder?” 

“Tve thought of a ruse that may flush the Fearsome Foursome 
out of cover. Send Chief O’Hara up to the roof and have him flash 
the Batsignal!” 

“If you say so, Boy Wonder, certainly. But may I ask why?” 

“When the crooks see it, they’ll figure that Batman and I are 
racing to police headquarters to answer the signal. Thinking that 
we're out of the way will encourage them to strike at Miss Kitka.” 


“And thereby they'll play into our hands. Clever, Boy Wonder. 
Devilishly clever!” 


“Thank you, sir,” Robin said. “Batmobile—over and out!” 


At twenty minutes past two, Bruce Wayne and Miss Kitka 
emerged arm in arm from the Twinkle Nightclub. They were 
laughing. 

The hansom cab, which had been patiently waiting a short 
distance down the street, clip-clopped toward them. The driver 
tipped his hat, and Bruce Wayne helped Miss Kitka up into the rear 
seat of the hansom cab. 


“Shades of Smolenski!” suddenly gasped Miss Kitka. “What is 
that?” 


Against the topmost pinnacle of Gotham City tower flashed a 
round yellow circle of light with the figure of a winged bat within 
it. 


Bruce Wayne was astonished. “That’s incredible. I don’t...” And 
then he understood that this was Robin’s way of inviting the 
criminals to attack while the police were ready and waiting for 
them. “Ah. Of course. How clever.” 


Miss Kitka’s voice had a slightly sharper edge. “Clever, Comrade 
Wayne?” 

He had made a slip of the tongue. As Bruce Wayne, he would 
have no reason to believe that the appearance of the Batsignal could 
be in any way a clever ruse. 


He recovered quickly, hurrying to add with scarcely a break: “I 
mean—it’s a clever device. You see, Miss Kitka, that is the famous 
Batsignal. It is flashed from the roof of police headquarters onto 
Gotham City Tower in order to summon Batman and Robin. Isn’t it 
exciting to think that at this very moment Batman and Robin are 
racing there in answer to it?” 


Miss Kitka gave another glance at the Batsignal. 

“Ts it entirely a coincidence, dear comrade?” 

Bruce Wayne felt slightly uncomfortable. “I don’t think I know 
what you mean.” 

“Is it possible that you asked the police to call in Batman and 
Robin—for my protection?” 


“Whatever gave you that idea, Miss Kitka?” 


“Oh, I’ve been aware, dear comrade, that you are acting as my 
protector. You think that I am in danger because I received that 
note from your American bandit, the Riddler.” 


Miss Kitka was as intelligent and perceptive as she was beautiful, 
Bruce Wayne thought. He decided that the only way was to tell her 
the truth—that part of the truth he could risk telling her. 


“Er...yes, it is true that I think you need protection, Miss Kitka. 
And you’re quite right that I did inform the police and that they are 
working now with Batman and Robin to see that no harm comes to 
you.” He put his arm about Miss Kitka’s shoulders. “I hope you 
don’t object to my taking precautions in regard to your safety. Your 
safety is very important to me, Miss Kitka.” 


She snuggled closer. “How purrfectly wonderful of you to say 
that.” 


Her lips were tantalizingly close. Bruce Wayne moved toward her 
but she did not appear to be aware of his intention. She turned her 
head away. 


“When I close my eyes,” she said, “I dream of savage cossacks 
racing over the steppes on their brutal raids. What do you dream of, 
dear comrade?” 


Bruce Wayne said, “Something quite different.” 
“Close your eyes now and tell me.” 


Bruce Wayne closed his eyes. Yes, his dream was quite 
astonishingly different. It had nothing at all to do with cossacks. 


Miss Kitka’s sultry whisper reached him. “Keep your eyes closed, 
dear comrade.” 


“Any particular reason?” 


He felt soft lips brush against his cheek. “Da, da. I wish you to 
continue with your dream.” 


Bruce Wayne relaxed. He sank down slightly in his seat. He half- 
expected Miss Kitka to do likewise. But he didn’t mind when she 
didn’t. He was continuing with his dream, and it was very 
satisfactory all by itself. 

Miss Kitka, however, was busily taking advantage of the fact that 
Bruce Wayne was not watching her. With swift movements she 
pulled from her evening coat a large brooch in the shape of a 


jeweled cat. She flipped the brooch open to reveal a tiny radio 
transmitter. Working with feline smoothness, Miss Kitka took a pin 
from her hair, opened it in telescopic fashion, and put it into a 
socket in the transmitter where it served as an antenna. The jeweled 
cat’s tail was a Morse sending key on which she quickly and quietly 
tapped out a message. 


Bruce Wayne stirred. “The dream continues,” he said. “Dear, 
dear Miss Kitka.” 


“Da...da,” she answered, keeping a wary eye on him while she 
tapped out the message. 


“It approaches a climax.” Bruce Wayne’s eyes fluttered. 


“Nyet,” Miss Kitka said gently. “Not so fast, dear comrade. Be 
more slow.” 


She closed the brooch and returned it to her evening coat. She 
put the pin back into her dark hair. 

“Perhaps now,” she said, “it is time to turn your dream into a 
reality, dear comrade.” 

Bruce Wayne opened his eyes. “Miss Kitka...” 

“Will you see me home to my penthouse apartment?” she asked 
softly. 


“Td be delighted, Miss Kitka,” Bruce said. 


At the headquarters of the United Underworld, the message 
which Miss Kitka tapped out came over a powerful radio receiver 
into a room where the Riddler, the Penguin, and the Joker were 
listening. The Riddler rapidly translated the dit-dash signals of 
Morse code into letters of the alphabet. The signals continued for a 
moment and then ceased. 

“What does she say?” asked the Joker. 

The Riddler cackled in triumph. “He’s swallowed the cat-bait!” 


The Penguin snatched the paper on which the Riddler had copied 
out her message. 


“She’s bringing Bruce Wayne back to her apartment!” the 
Penguin cried. 


“The perfect spot for an ambush,” said the Riddler. 
“Bruce Wayne will soon be...bat-bait,” the Joker said. His coal- 


black eyes glittered with excitement. 


The Penguin said, “Pll break out our jet-pack umbrellas right 
away.” 


Said the Riddler, “Up—up we’ll go—and take him away!” 


“An aerial kidnapping,” the Penguin chortled. “How fitting for 
such a master of bird-crimes as myself!” 


The three master criminals opened their jet-pack umbrellas. 
These were fairly bulky and harnessed to their backs much in the 
same way as parachutes. From the rear of each pack protruded two 
large umbrella tips. These were miniature funnels for the jet energy 
that powered the packs. 


“Shall we depart, my fowl-feathered friends?” the Penguin asked. 


“I just hope these jet-pack umbrellas of yours really work,” 
muttered the Joker. 


The Penguin burbled, “If they don’t, my dear Joker, you’ll have 
the last laugh! But have no fear. I will demonstrate.” 


He led the way to the rooftop of the building, closely followed by 
his two criminal cohorts. The Penguin turned a knob on the jet- 
pack. Long thin streamers of flame shot out from the jet tips. As 
gracefully as his fat and waddling corpulence would allow, the 
Penguin rose into the air. He circled the Joker and the Riddler on 
the rooftop below him. 

“Well, gentlemen, will you join me?” 

Reassured, the Riddler and the Joker turned the knobs on their 
jet-packs. Soon they were floating beside the Penguin. Then all 
three criminals turned and sped off in a new direction. 


On the night air drifted back the faint sound of their chorused 
“Yo-ho-ho!” 


Meanwhile, in the living room of Miss Kitka’s penthouse, a 
luxuriously furnished, intimately feminine room, she turned on the 
hi-fi set. Low muted music filled the room. 

“Do you like my apartment?” she asked. 

“Its very nice,” Bruce Wayne answered. “But don’t you think 
there’s—uh—a touch of capitalist decadence about it?” 

Miss Kitka said, “Are not workers entitled to luxuries too? Come, 
dear comrade. I would like to show you the view from my balcony.” 


She opened floor-to-ceiling windows and stepped out onto a 
small balcony. In a glittering panorama, they could see the lights of 
Gotham City stretch away. There was a crescent moon in the sky, 
now turning golden in the flush of evening. 

She smiled at Bruce. “I suppose you are right, dear comrade. It is 
rather decadent and capitalistic to have all this.” She indicated the 
expanse below them. “But after all, I am a woman.” 

“Indeed you are, Miss Kitka,” Bruce Wayne said fervently. 

Her eyes seemed lambent—he almost thought he saw a greenish 
glitter in their brown depths. He moved closer. The scent of her 
perfume intoxicated him. 

Then she was in his arms. 

After a long, exquisite moment, she reluctantly pulled away from 
his embrace. 

She stretched in the manner of a sleepy cat. “Excuse me,” she 
said. “TIl slip into something more comfortable. Would you care to 
make yourself a drink while you’re waiting? I have an instant cocoa 
mix in the kitchen.” 

“I don’t care about cocoa,” Bruce answered. “Not now!” 

He embraced her again; Miss Kitka flung her arms about his 
neck. Her lips pressed passionately to his. 

Bruce Wayne could have sworn that in the air there was the 
music of a thousand thrumming gypsy violins... 


Robin again turned off the Micro TV Batscanner. 

“Ts that prudent, Master Robin?” Alfred asked at the wheel of the 
Batmobile. “After all, we have used the Batsignal to tempt the 
criminals into striking at Miss Kitka. This is above all the time for us 
to keep a careful watch.” 

Robin said, “I don’t know whether it’s prudent, Alfred. But it’s 
sure as heck the only decent thing to do...” 

Alfred shook his head worriedly. “Perhaps, Master Robin... 
perhaps...” 


Across the crescent of golden moon sailed three black figures. 
The Riddler, the Penguin, and the Joker—each with a flaming jet- 
pack on his pack. They neared the eastern border of Gotham City 


where new tall apartment buildings rose in a phalanx facing the 
river. 


The Riddler took out his binoculars and looked down at street 
signs far below. 


“This is it,” he announced. “Seventy-third Street and Concord 
Avenue.’ 


“Then that must be her building directly ahead. The Catwoman 
has the penthouse apartment.” 


“Forward! Down to the attack!” 


Across a starry blue sky sped three Supercriminals—down 
toward the lighted windows that looked out on the balcony of Miss. 
Kitka’s apartment. 


At this moment Miss Kitka emerged from the bedroom to where 
Bruce Wayne was seated on the sofa in the living room. Miss Kitka 
had changed out of her evening gown. Now she was wearing a 
sheer black negligee that clung to her lissome curves. She paused in 
the doorway, savoring the impression she made on Bruce Wayne. 
“This is much more comfortable,” she said huskily. 


Bruce Wayne shook his head in unbelief. “There are no words to 
tell you how lovely you are.” 


A shadow crossed Miss Kitka’s lovely face as she was 
momentarily disturbed by a thought. With an effort, she shook it 
off. 


“You are sweet, dear comrade.” 
Bruce leaned back against the sofa with his arms outspread along 
its back. There seemed to be a new languorousness in Miss Kitka’s 


swaying walk as she came toward him. Her face was illumined by 
the power of some new emotion. 


Bruce Wayne said reverently: “And all my days are trances, And 
all my nightly dreams, Are where thy dark eye glances, And where 
thy footstep gleams—’” 


Miss Kitka halted. She reached out her hand and Bruce Wayne 
took it. 


“That is poetry, is it not?” 


“Edgar Allan Poe, Miss Kitka. ‘To One in Paradise,’ fourth 
stanza.” 


“You are an unusual man—for a wealthy American, Comrade 
Wayne. I think I could like you very much.” 

“T hope so. Because you have absolutely no idea of how much I 
like you.” 

Gently Bruce Wayne pulled Miss Kitka down beside him on the 
sofa. 


Miss Kitka closed her eyes and shuddered slightly. Her voice was 
muffled. “That dream you had, dear comrade...” 


“Yes,” Bruce Wayne said. He kissed her bare shoulder. “Is it 
closer to reality?” 


“Much closer.” 

“Ts it time to dispense with the dream altogether?” Bruce Wayne 
hid his face in the tumbling dark cloud masses of her hair. 

“Do we dare?” he muttered. 

“Why not?” A delicious shiver ran through the length of Miss 
Kitka’s superb body. 


“Indeed, why not?” he asked. He turned her face so their lips 
met. When the kiss ended he whispered, “What use is a dream if not 
a blueprint for courageous action?” 

She pressed close to him. Her breath was coming in shallow 
gasps. 

“Into action, comrade.” 

“T have the strangest feeling, Miss Kitka. I’m about to be...utterly 
and madly carried away!” 


As he took Miss Kitka into his arms, his hand reached for the 
lamp near the sofa. A sudden series of strange sounds came from 
the terrace. 


“Oh, no!” Miss Kitka exclaimed. 
“What was that?” Bruce Wayne asked. 


Her hand flew to her throat. “I thought I heard a sort of— 
fluttering sound from the terrace. As though some large winged 
creatures had just landed.” 

The terrace windows flew open, letting in a chill breeze. 

The Riddler, the Penguin, and the Joker bounded in through the 
windows! 


“Greetings Mr. Wayne,” cried the Riddler. 


“This is a kidnapping,” said the Penguin. “An you are the 
kidnappee!” 


“Ha-ha-ha-ha!” laughed the Joker. “Our joke’s on you!” 


On the sofa near Bruce Wayne, Miss Kitka put her hands to her 
face. She screamed. 


CHAPTER 7 


Miss Kitka’s scream impelled Bruce Wayne into action. 
He leaped to his feet, seized the lamp, and held it high. 
“Don’t come any nearer, you filthy criminals!” 
“Here we come,” said the Riddler. 
He soared up and at Bruce Wayne. Bruce was ready and waiting. 


He swung the lamp. It shattered against the Riddler’s chest. Right 
against the question mark on his costume. 


The Riddler groaned and soared on over the sofa with jet-pack 
flaming, to crash heavily on the far side. 

KLUNK! 

Miss Kitka shrieked. 

The Joker rushed at Bruce Wayne. His long lanky arm delivered 
a corkscrew blow that would have felled a mule. Bruce Wayne 
staggered back and came up against the wall. 

POW! 


Bruce Wayne’s hand snaked out to the light switch on the wall. 
He flicked it up. 


Bright overhead lights came on, momentarily dazzling the Joker. 
In the next instant Bruce Wayne charged at him, butting him in the 
stomach and carrying him back into a chair. The chair went over 
carrying the Joker and Bruce Wayne with it. 

ZOWIE! 

Bruce Wayne landed on top and drove his fist to the point of the 
Joker’s jaw. There was a grunt of astonishment from the Clown of 
Crime. He suddenly went limp. 

“What a tiresome pother!” cried the Penguin. He picked up the 
overturned chair and slammed it down at Bruce Wayne. 


Bruce Wayne partly evaded the blow. He took the impact on his 
forearm but the pain of it made him wince. 


He scrambled to his feet. Just in time to get the handle of the 
Penguin’s umbrella in the pit of his stomach. 


UHHH! 


The Penguin’s umbrella handle caught around the back of Bruce 
Wayne’s neck and hauled him forward. He met the Penguin’s fist 
traveling to the point of his jaw. 


“Oh, I’m a sly bird!” said the Penguin delightedly. 
He watched Bruce Wayne collapse at his feet. 


The Penguin’s triumph was short-lived. Bruce Wayne caught the 
Penguin’s ankle with his hand, yanked hard and brought the 
waddling master of banditry down beside him. They rolled over and 
over in a bitter battle. 


POW! ZOWIE! BAM! 


Bruce gradually gained the upper hand. He forced the struggling, 
fuming, fighting Penguin onto his back. Then he drew a fist back to 
deliver a final blow. 


In that moment something exploded at the base of Bruce Wayne’s 
skull. He toppled forward unconscious. 


The Penguin looked up gratefully at Miss Kitka, holding the 
antique lamp she had used to bop Bruce Wayne. 

“My dear Catwoman,” he said. “How very opportune of you!” 

“A fine trio of master criminals!” she said. “He was about to get 
the best of all of you.” She looked down at Bruce Wayne lying 
prone with his face pressed against the carpet. She leaned down 
beside him and touched the swelling at the base of his skull. “I do 
hope he isn’t badly hurt.” 

“Eh? What kind of talk is this from the Catwoman? Not going 
soft, are you?” 

The Catwoman drew herself up to her full statuesque height. She 
regarded the Penguin with haughty contempt. “I wouldn’t talk if I 
were you. If I hadn’t intervened, you’d be just as battered and 
beaten up as your friends, the Riddler and the Joker.” 

Those two estimable gentlemen were now showing signs of 
recovery. The Joker sat up groaning, holding his jaw. 


“What hit me?” 
“You were on the wrong end of a punch from Bruce Wayne.” 


“A lucky blow,” said the Joker. “No ordinary person has a wallop 
like that.” 


“Perhaps he was inspired by a chivalrous desire to protect his 
lady love,” said the Penguin with a mischievous glance at the 
Catwoman, still in her negligee. 


The Riddler dragged himself up over the sofa. He probed the side 
of his chest with his fingers and grimaced. 


“I thought he broke a couple of my ribs. He really lumped me 
with that lamp.” 


“Well, gentlemen,” said the Catwoman. “Shall we stand around 
discussing injuries, or shall we proceed with our original plan?” 


“She’s quite right,” the Penguin agreed. Time for us to be on our 
way, my hearties!” 


Alfred pulled the Batmobile to a stop near the corner of Seventy- 
third Street and Concord Avenue. 


He glanced at his wristwatch. 


“Much as one deplores the necessity, Master Robin, I do believe 
that we must take another tiny, tiny peek.” 


“You're right, Alfred.” Robin turned the knob on the Batscanner. 


The Micro TV screen glowed to life. Robin was prepared to turn 
it off the moment he saw that Bruce and Miss Kitka were safe. 


On the TV screen there appeared a clear picture of a demolished 
living room, lamps broken, chairs overturned, and debris 
everywhere. 


And there was no sign of either Bruce Wayne or Miss Kitka! 
“Holy demolition!” Robin exclaimed. “There’s been some battle!” 


“Bless my dustpan!” said Alfred. “It must have occurred during 
the minutes we weren’t observing.” 


Robin leaped from the Batmobile. “Come on, Alfred. You cover 
the exits to be sure no one gets out of the building. Pll climb up to 
the penthouse with my Batrope.” 


Alfred pounded up breathless in front of the building. 
As Robin’s Batarang flung the Batrope high over a projection on 


the fourth floor, the Boy Wonder began scaling the side of the 
building, walking straight up its sides like a human fly. 


When he reached the fourth floor, leaning back to throw the 
Batarang to a still higher floor, Robin gaped upward at the 
penthouse terrace. 

“Holy Halloween!” he breathed. 

Soaring away from the terrace like hawks carrying their prey, 
flew three human figures wearing packs on their backs from which 
tiny streams of jet fire shot out. 

The lead figure was the Riddler, who flew alone. 

Close behind him flew the Penguin, carrying the lovely Miss 
Kitka, whose filmy black negligee streamed entrancingly in the 
wind. 

Behind them came the Joker, carrying the limp unconscious 
figure of...Bruce Wayne! 

Robin tried to call out, but his voice was lost as the strange 
flying caravan moved on out of sight. 

Quickly Robin slid down the Batrope to the ground, gathered up 
the Batarang and rope, and raced back to the Batmobile. 

He snatched up the Batphone. 


“Commissioner Gordon! This is a Red Alert. The flying criminals 
have attacked. They’ve kidnapped Bruce Wayne and Miss Kitka.” 


“What a catastrophe, Robin! What shall we do?” 


“Connect me at once with the nearest air squadron of the 
National Guard.” 


“Of course. Instantly.” 


In a few seconds another voice was on the phone: “Duty officer, 
Major Terry speaking.” 

“Emergency. I want to report an aerial kidnapping. Three 
criminals, equipped with what appeared to be jet propulsion packs, 
kidnapped a man and a woman. When last seen they were heading 
in a westerly direction, point one-two-oh. Do be careful, Major! 
They have two victims with them. Don’t shoot—just force them 
down.” 


“Naturally,” Major Terry said. “Don’t worry, Boy Wonder. We’ll 
nab ‘em!” 


As Robin was replacing the phone, he heard the major’s voice 
already shouting a command: 

“Squadron, scramble!” 

Alfred came puffing up to where Robin was standing. 

He wiped perspiration from his face. His thin white moustache 
trembled. 

“Do you think the air squadron can help, Master Robin?” 

“I don’t know,” Robin said dispiritedly. “They’ll do their best— 
and that’s usually enough for any emergency. But I can’t help 
thinking those Supercriminals would have foreseen the possibility 
of an airborne interception—and have provided against it!” 


Robin’s premonition was correct. 

The Supercriminals were flying at an estimated altitude of 
twenty-two hundred feet when the Riddler turned back to his 
companions. 

“Tve picked up approaching jet planes on our radar. Time to put 
the Joker’s plan into operation!” 

The Riddler unzipped the question mark on his costume. Out 
poured metallic confetti, spreading in the wind that rushed behind 
them. 

“That confetti will jam their radar,” the Joker said. “Lucky you 
had me along, eh, boys?” 

“Quick!” said the Penguin. “Up into the clouds! Before they have 
a chance for a visual sighting.” 

Higher and higher rose the flying criminals to disappear in the 
dark streamers of cloud above. 


In the cockpit of the lead jet plane, Major Terry fiddled with the 
knobs on his instrument panel. There was no reaction from his 
radar screen. In fact, the screen was a hopeless rectangle of flashing 
metallic dots. 

After trying for a few minutes, Major Terry abandoned the 
struggle. 

“Any of you see our target for tonight?” 


“We can’t see anything, Major,” came the prompt reply. Our 


radar has gone completely blooey.” 

Major Terry responded sourly. “So has mine. Apparently they’ve 
jammed the radar—and without a visual sighting, this mission is 
hopeless.” 

“What are your orders, Major?” 

Major Terry took a last look at the empty sky. 

Much as the major hated to admit defeat, there was nothing else 
to do. 

“Tango Leader to Squadron,” he announced sadly. “Break off 
pursuit and return to base.” 


Gotham City’s newspapers played up the bizarre crime for 
everything it was worth. 

BRUCE WAYNE AND FEMALE COMPANION KIDNAPPED! 
screamed the headline of the Gotham Daily Eagle. MILLIONAIRE 
AND RUSSIAN GIRL FRIEND SEIZED! blazoned the Gotham City 
Banner. 

The Gotham City Tribune was more direct. Its headline consisted 
of two huge black words: BRAZEN SNATCH! 

In the living room of Wayne Manor, a crestfallen young Dick 
Grayson looked through all the newspapers. 

“Is it time for the ten o’clock news on the radio?” he asked 
Alfred, who was nearby. 

“No, sir. It’s only eight minutes past nine, Master Grayson. You 
heard the nine o’clock news only a few minutes ago.” 

“Yes, yes.” Absently, Dick rapped his knuckles against the table. 
“Why does time pass so slowly? Why don’t we hear from them? 
What are they doing to Bruce—and to Miss Kitka?” 

“Tm sure everything will be all right, Master Grayson.” 


Aunt Harriet Cooper entered the living room with a small, 
dapper man who carried a valise. 


“Lands alive,” she said. “You’ve got to snap out of this, Dick 
Grayson! You can’t go on behaving as though it was all your fault.” 


Dick Grayson said, “But, Aunt Harriet, I feel so helpless. If only I 
could do something!” 


“You can be brave, Dick. It’s a mark of good breeding.” She 


indicated the dapper man beside her. “Besides, I’ve started to do 
something. You know Mr. Percy. He’s treasurer of the Wayne 
Foundation.” 


“Of course. How do you do, Mr. Percy,” Dick Grayson said 
politely. 

“As treasurer,” Aunt Harriet continued, “Mr. Percy may draw 
checks from the Wayne Foundation in any amount. I’ve instructed 
him to go to the bank at once and draw out ten million dollars in 
small bills of unmarked denomination.” 


“Ten million dollars? What for, Aunt Harriet?” 


Aunt Harriet’s small plump chin lifted with determination. 
“There’s only one reason those terrible criminals would abduct poor 
Mr. Wayne. For money. Well, when the ransom demand comes, I 
intend to be ready!” 


The doorbell rang. 
“Excuse me,” said Alfred as he hurried to answer it. 


In a minute Alfred returned with Police Commissioner Gordon. 
Gordon’s heavy, lined face was dour and bleak. 


“I have no good news,” he said as he entered; “only one small 
silver lining to our cloud. The Kremlin hasn’t filed a complaint 
about the kidnapping of one of its news correspondents. I refer, of 
course, to Miss Kitka.” He glanced around the small group 
assembled in the living room. “My dear Mrs. Cooper...Dick...Mr. 
Percy...Alfred...I can only tell you that every effort was made by 
the police to prevent this unfortunate occurrence. Now that the 
worst has happened, every effort is being made to set it right. What 
more can I do?” 


Aunt Harriet’s reply was unusually crisp: “You might call in 
Batman to help you, Commissioner.” 


Commissioner Gordon looked injured. “Call him? Do you think 
I’ve not tried, Mrs. Cooper?” 


“Then where is he?” 


“Heaven only knows. There hasn’t been a word from him since 
the kidnapping. I’ve had the Batsignal turned on all night, and I’ve 
been telephoning every...In fact, Pll try again.” He went to the 
telephone and dialed his office at police headquarters. “I’m at 
Wayne Manor, Bonnie,” he told his secretary. “Plug this call into the 


Batphone Hot Line and try once again, will you? Thanks.” 


Aunt Harriet wrung her hands. “Where is Batman in this time of 
need? Where is Robin the Boy Wonder?” 


Dick Grayson said suddenly, “Gosh, I think I left my electric 
toothbrush running this morning. I’d better turn it off.” 


Dick hurried out of the living room while Commissioner Gordon 
was waiting for an answer. 


As Dick Grayson reached the study the Batphone concealed as 
part of a lamp base was flashing. Dick closed the door behind him 
and went over to answer the phone. “Hello, Commissioner,” he 
said. 


Commissioner Gordon’s voice boomed happily. He sounded as 
though he were in the very next room—which indeed he was. 


“Boy Wonder! Thank heavens! Tell Batman to leap into the 
Batmobile and meet me at Wayne Manor instantly.” 


“Tm afraid that’s impossible, Commissioner.” 

Commissioner Gordon asked incredulously, “What? Impossible? 
Why???” 

“Well...the truth is, Commissioner...” Dick Grayson’s thoughts 


raced ahead through all possible explanations. “The truth is, 
Commissioner, that Batman is down with the flu.” 


“Surely you’re joking, Boy Wonder. Batman down with the—” 
The frustration of the past hours suddenly poured forth. 


Dick Grayson said angrily, “Look, Commissioner, how often do 
we have to tell you? Batman and I are perfectly ordinary mortals.” 


“I quite understand, Boy Wonder. But...” 


“We bleed, we feel pain, we get sick...just like everyone else. Try 
to keep that in mind, Commissioner!” 


Dick Grayson banged down the phone. The instant he did so he 
was sorry he had spoken so sharply. 


In the living room, when Dick returned, Commissioner Gordon 
was standing with the phone in his hand. He was openmouthed 
with shock. “Astonishing,” he said. 


“What is, Commissioner?” asked Alfred. 
“The Boy Wonder—he actually snapped at me.” 
“What do you think it means?” Aunt Harriet asked. 


“He told me that Batman is sick—with the flu.” Commissioner 
Gordon replaced the phone and slowly turned to face the others in 
the room. “In my opinion, the Boy Wonder’s strange reaction can 
only mean Batman’s condition is grave.” 


Bruce Wayne’s condition was grave. That, of course, meant that 
Batman’s condition was also grave. Disheveled and battered from 
the effects of his recent fierce battle, he lay sprawled on a sofa with 
his hands tightly bound behind his back. He breathed stertorously. 
He was still unconscious from the heavy blow he had taken on the 
back of his skull. 


Nearby, the Catwoman sat watching him. Her emerald eyes even 
through her mask had an anxious glitter. She was wearing her feline 
costume—a domino mask which covered much of her face, a tight- 
fitting leotard, and a small shoulder cape. 


A few feet away the Joker was chuckling merrily to himself as he 
screwed down a section of flooring with a large screwdriver. He 
gave the screwdriver a final twist and looked to where the Riddler 
was pacing in a coiner. 


“It’s all set! Batman puts his foot down anywhere on this section 
of floor, and my secret jack-in-the-box fires. He’ll be shot up 
through the skylight and into the Penguin’s giant umbrella.” 

“That’s all very well,” the Riddler said. “But you may have 
noticed one thing missing.” 


“What’s that?” 

“Batman!” the Riddler answered shortly. “I can’t understand why 
he hasn’t dashed into our trap. He should’ve been here hours ago.” 

“Maybe you didn’t leave a clear-enough clue in Miss Kitka’s 
apartment.” 

“Of course I did! It was another of my riddles. That confounded 
Batman never has trouble solving even the hardest ones I think of. 
He certainly wouldn’t have trouble solving the easiest!” 

“Well, he’s bound to show up.” 

“Where is the Penguin? Still on the roof tinkering with that giant 
umbrella?” 

The Joker nodded. “He keeps putting finishing touches on it. 
Now he’s spraying the wire supports with the Giant Umbrella 


Poison. He’s so delighted with himself it’s a shame to stop him. I 
can’t blame him for being so pleased. And you have to admit it will 
be a humorous death for Batman. Pinioned to the wires of a huge 
umbrella. Sprung there by my jack-in-the-box.” The Joker bent 
double with the humor of it. “Hyaaaa-ha-ha-ha!” 


“Stop that infernal laughing,” cautioned Catwoman. “Bruce 
Wayne is just starting to recover consciousness.” 


On the sofa Bruce Wayne stirred, groaned, and rolled over onto 
his back. He opened his eyes and stared up at the ceiling. 
Everything he looked at swam fuzzily. His head rang as though 
someone were beating an anvil inside his brain. 


He tried to move and discovered his hands were bound behind 
his back. That brought everything sharply back into focus for him. 
He remembered the sudden flying assault of the Riddler, the 
Penguin, and the Joker, the fight in Miss Kitka’s apartment. 


He drew up his feet and sat up. His head was cleared by a flash 
of anger—and alarm. 


He was not alone. The Catwoman, that infernal diabolic mistress 
of mayhem, was seated nearby. Then he saw the Joker and the 
Riddler also in the room. 

“You abominable outlaws!” he cried hoarsely. “What have you 
done with Miss Kitka?” 

A faint smile flickered on the Catwoman’s lips. “She’s quite well, 
Mr. Wayne.” 

“What have you done with her?” 

The Riddler answered caustically, “None of your business, Mr. 
Wayne.” 

The answer infuriated Bruce Wayne. He struggled against his 
bonds. “I swear by heaven if you’ve harmed that girl!...” 

The Joker’s wide mouth parted mockingly. “What will you do 
about it, Mr. Wayne? At the moment you’re not really in a position 
to do much of anything, are you?” 

Bruce Wayne twisted against the cruel grip of the ropes that held 
his hands behind his back. “Pll kill you all! Pll rend you limb from 
limb!” 

At last he struck out with his feet and overturned a table. It fell 
with a crash not far from where Catwoman was sitting. She got up 


with a little mewing cry. The Riddler started forward angrily. Bruce 
Wayne hooked the leg of the table, lifted and balanced it on his 
feet, and sent it flying through the air at the Riddler. 


The Riddler ducked. The flying table narrowly missed him and 
crashed against the Joker’s head. 


The Joker cried, “Why, you meddling millionaire oaf! I’ve a mind 
to kill you here and now. In fact, that’s exactly what I am going to 
do!” 


With his shock of green hair in disarray, and his chalk-white face 
distorted in fury, the Joker leaped forward. From his pocket he 
drew what appeared to be a long rubber knife. 


His laugh rang out crazily. 


“Yaaa-haha-heee-hee! Think it’s rubber, don’t you? Well, when I 
flick the switch in the handle a real knife snaps out—like a 
switchblade. Laugh, Mr. Wayne. Why don’t you laugh? It’s going to 
be the last thing you ever do on this earth!” 

The Joker’s long arm swept up. From the rubber sheathing there 
now glittered the metallic point of the deadly weapon in his hand. 

Bruce Wayne realized that he had no chance—not one chance in 


a million—of evading the fatal sweep of that deadly descending 
blade! 
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CHAPTER 8 


As the Joker’s arm started its downward plunge, it was caught in 
the snaking grasp of twining ropes. 


“OWW!” cried the Joker. 


“Would you like another taste of my—cat-o’-nine-tails?” asked 
the Catwoman. 


She held the handle of a nine-plait whip. A quick lash had 
wrapped the cords tightly about the Joker’s arm. 


“What do you think you’re doing?” the Joker asked in an 
outraged wail. “That hurt.” 


“Not half as much as you’d have hurt our cause by committing 
murder, my dear Joker. Especially by murdering someone as 
prominent as Mr. Bruce Wayne.” 


The Joker picked off one by one the tightly wound plaits of 
Catwoman’s unusual whip from his arm. 


“Well, I was angry,” he said. “You’d have been angry too if 
someone kicked a table in your face!” 


The Penguin entered, descending from the staircase that led to 
the roof. “Faugh! I heard that. Can’t you control this impulsive 
fellow?” 


Bruce Wayne shouted, “Untie my arms! Show me Miss Kitka or I 
swear I’ll wreck this place!” 

The Penguin puffed at his cigarette impatiently. “Noisy, isn’t he? 
Shall we gag him?” 

The Catwoman’s voice was soft but commanding: “I have a better 
idea. Blindfold him. Then we’ll lead him down the labyrinthine path 
to...Chamber Seventeen and let him see for himself that Miss Kitka 
is safe and sound.” 


The others stared at the Catwoman in astonishment. Her back 
was to Bruce Wayne on the sofa. She closed one emerald-green eye 
in a meaningful wink. 

“Ah, yes. Very good,” said the Penguin. “By all means, let us 
show him Miss Kitka!” 

There followed a strange charade. The Joker prepared a 
blindfold and fitted it around Bruce Wayne’s eyes. 


Meanwhile, the Catwoman disappeared behind a screen and 
began to change. Her skin-tight leotard appeared over the top of the 
screen, then her jacket and cape, and last of all, her domino eye 
mask. 

While she was changing costume, Bruce Wayne was helped up 
from the sofa by the Riddler and the Penguin. 


Each held him by one arm. 
“This way to Miss Kitka,” said the Joker. “Follow me.” 


Blindfolded, unable to see where he was being taken, Bruce 
Wayne was led in a deliberately labyrinthine route. To him it 
seemed as though he followed an endlessly twisting corridor, in and 
out of several different rooms. 

In fact, he was taken no further than through the doorway of two 
adjoining rooms and back again in a circuitous way. After he had 
been taken several times on this imaginary journey, the Catwoman, 
attired in the same filmy negligee she had worn the previous 
evening as Miss Kitka, emerged from behind the screen. She ran 
lightly past Bruce Wayne and the meandering crooks, and entered 
an adjoining room. 

The Joker quickly followed her. The Catwoman got down on a 
big brass bed in the room, and the Joker bound her wrists behind 
her. The room was bare and unfurnished, with only a single 
overhead light and boards over the windows. 

“Ready?” asked the Joker. The Catwoman nodded. 

The Joker rejoined the Riddler and the Penguin, who were still 
leading Bruce on his zigzagging journey to nowhere. 

“We’re almost to Chamber Seventeen now,” the Joker said 
loudly. 

“You can have two minutes, Mr. Wayne,” the Riddler said. “No 
longer.” 


At this, the Penguin took the blindfold off Bruce Wayne’s eyes 
and gave him a push through the doorway. The Riddler slammed 
the door behind him. 


Bruce Wayne looked toward the bed. Miss Kitka was lying there 
in her negligee, her wrists bound. 


“Miss Kitka,” Bruce said, with such heartfelt relief that her 
glance turned downward as though unwilling to witness his 
emotion. 


“Comrade Wayne,” she answered in the husky low voice he had 
come to love. 


“Tl curse myself forever for allowing this to happen to you,” 
Bruce said. “This trouble we’re in is largely of my making...” 


“You mustn’t say that, dear comrade.” 


Bruce Wayne crossed the room to sit beside Miss Kitka on the 
bed. She looked so helpless, so infinitely appealing, lying there that 
he could not help wishing his hands were untied for just a minute 
or two. 


“There are some things I can’t disclose, Miss Kitka,” he went on 
grimly. “Suffice to say, we’re now in the hands of the underworld’s 
most vicious foursome.” 

“What do you think they intend to do, comrade?” 

Bruce Wayne’s features were set as though in plaster. “I cannot 
deceive you, Miss Kitka. I fear we have nothing to look forward to 
but...death.” 

Miss Kitka stared at him and, oddly, her expression seemed to 
become softer and more tender. 

“It may not be that black, comrade,” she said. “From something I 
chanced to overhear, I think that you and I are merely bait for 
Batman. Once he is in their trap, we will be released.” 

Bruce Wayne shook his head sadly. “A slender hope, Miss Kitka. 
More slender than you can know.” 

“You don’t believe that Batman is going to rescue us?” 

“Miss Kitka, ’m sure that speedy escape is our only hope. And I 
think I have a plan...” 

In the main headquarters room of the United Underworld, every 
word spoken by Miss Kitka and Bruce Wayne was heard over a 
secret microphone. 


“A plan!” said the Penguin. “What possible sort of plan can he 
have?” 


“We’ll soon find out,” said the Riddler. “The Catwoman will get 
it out of him!” 


At this moment a bong-bong chime sounded. 


“Drat the man!” said the Penguin. “Commander Redhead wants 
tea again!” 


“It’s your turn this time, Penguin,” the Joker said. 


“Well let you know the news when you come back.” The 
Penguin seized a tea tray and waddled impatiently down the hall. 
When he opened the door to Commander Redhead’s room, the 
bewhiskered gentleman was in the same position as when the Joker 
had seen him, reclining at ease on the bunk, with stacked volumes 
of Charles Dickens beside him and an open volume on his lap. 
Outside the porthole window a shifting seascape was going up and 
down with what might have been suspicious regularity. There were 
the occasional lonely cries of sea gulls. 


“Your tea and crumpets, sir,” announced the Penguin. 


“Ah, yes, steward.” Commander Redhead put down his copy of 
Bleak House. “This invigorating sea air does give one an appetite, 
you know.” 


“Will there be anything else, sir?” 


“T would like to know when the captain thinks the blasted fog is 
going to lift so we can continue with our journey to Gotham City.” 


2) 


“I spoke to him a short while ago, sir,” said the Penguin 
reassuringly. “He told me it would be quite soon now, sir. Quite 
soon.” 

“Ah, that’s a good fellow, steward! I shall give the captain a 
special commendation as soon as we’ve reached port—and I'll 
mention the tip-top service I’ve been getting from the stewards.” 

“Oh, thank you, sir,” the Penguin said, bowing out the door. He 
closed and locked the door behind him as he left. 

As he entered the main headquarters room he heard Bruce 
Wayne’s voice coming over the secret microphone: 

“Tve got it, Miss Kitka!” 

“Got what, dear comrade?” 


“The answer. Why didn’t I think of it sooner?” 
“Think of what, dear comrade?” 


“Up my left sleeve,” said Bruce Wayne excitedly. “I have a tiny 
radio transmitter strapped above my elbow!” 


Miss Kitka, alias the Catwoman, had difficulty keeping a note of 
suspicion out of her tone: “What a curious device to carry. But I 
suppose that capitalists like yourself, who carry large sums of 
money, often need such safety contrivances...” 

“Quite so, Miss Kitka! If I can only get at it somehow. Perhaps if 
we wriggle around back-to-back, you can reach it with your 
fingers...” 

The Riddler leaped to his feet. “Joker! Penguin! We’ll bring 
Bruce Wayne back in here. That man could be dangerous!” 

When they entered the room Bruce Wayne and Miss Kitka were 
seated back-to-back. She was apparently making an effort to reach 
his left arm. The Riddler strode across and yanked Bruce Wayne to 
his feet. He put the blindfold back into place over Bruce Wayne’s 
eyes. 

“Your two minutes are up, Mr. Wayne,” he said roughly. “Take 
him out of Chamber Seventeen and back to headquarters!” 

As the Joker and the Penguin led a blindfolded Bruce Wayne 
from the room, Miss Kitka was freed by the Riddler. 

When Bruce Wayne finally reached the headquarters room, after 
several minutes of following a tortuous and aimless path, he found 
the Catwoman present. She confronted him along with the Penguin, 
the Riddler, and the Joker. 

“Hello again!” said the Catwoman. “Are you satisfied now that 
Miss Kitka is in no danger?” 


“You haven’t harmed her. But if you should try to...” 

“Let’s waste no more time,” the Riddler broke in. “I suggest, dear 
colleagues, that we see what is strapped around his left elbow. Shall 
we?” 

Bruce Wayne looked at the gloating faces of the Supercriminals.. 

“You overheard!” he gasped. 

“Thought you could outwit us, eh?” asked the Joker. He untied 
the ropes holding Bruce Wayne’s arm so he could roll up the sleeve 
and expose the secret transmitter. 


As Bruce Wayne’s hands were freed, he struck like uncoiled 
lightning. He butted the Riddler back into a mirror which shattered 
into a thousand pieces of glass. 

WHROOM! 

In almost the same motion he whirled and clobbered the Joker 
behind him. 

KAZAM! 

“I knew you'd be listening in!” Bruce cried to the Penguin. “I 
only told you that story about a radio to make you untie my arms!” 

“Dear me,” said the Penguin. “What credulous creatures we 
were, eh, Catwoman?” 

He swung up a tiny umbrella which he had hidden behind his 
shoulder. Bruce Wayne dove to one side as a stream of liquid 
squirted out. When the liquid touched the marble top of a table, the 
marble cracked and broke. 

“Drat!” cried the Penguin. 

In the next instant Bruce Wayne’s fist lifted the Penguin several 
inches off the floor. When he came down he collapsed into a 
boneless heap. 

The Catwoman moved back slightly. “Don’t come closer, Mr. 
Wayne. Or my cat-o’-nine-tails will shred the skin off your bones!” 

She touched a button on the wall behind her. A door swung open 
and into the room erupted Bluebeard, Morgan, and Quetch. 

“Get him, you mollycoddles!” screamed the Catwoman. Bruce 
Wayne tried to reach the hall door. He called out, “Miss Kitka! 
Where are you?” 

Bluebeard seized him. Bruce Wayne grabbed his arm and swung 
him against the side of the door. 

Morgan and Quetch landed on Bruce Wayne from behind. They 
dragged him back from the hall door. Furiously fighting, he went 
down with them. There was a melee of fists and arms and legs. 
Bruce Wayne got up. Morgan and Quetch didn’t. 

Bruce Wayne turned his attention again to the statuesque figure 
of the Catwoman. 

She flicked her cat-o’-nine-tails menacingly against the floor. 

“I will apparently have to handle you myself, Mr. Wayne. As 


much as I regret this...” 


Her nine-plait whip struck. The lash cut Bruce Wayne savagely 
across the chest. As he staggered, the Joker grabbed his waist from 
behind. 

“Quick!” called the Joker. “Help, Penguin! Help, Riddler!” 

The Riddler answered the call. He leaped in and drove a solid 
blow to Bruce Wayne’s jaw. Bruce Wayne sagged. 

Then he suddenly bent forward and the Joker went flying over 
his head to crash into the Riddler. Both men went down. 

The Catwoman circled to strike with her whip. The Penguin 
raised himself to one knee and took aim with his tiny umbrella. 

Bruce Wayne surveyed the odds against him. They were too 
much for any one man. The Riddler and the Joker, though dazed, 
would soon return to the fray. So would Bluebeard and Morgan and 
Quetch. 

Bruce Wayne seized a chair and swung it. As the others cowered 
back, he whirled and crashed the chair through the window. 

“Stop him!” cried the Catwoman. 

Before anyone could obey, Bruce Wayne hurled himself headfirst 
through the shattered window. 

The Catwoman’s voice rose in a scream. “He’s killed himself. My 
sainted catnip! Bruce Wayne has committed suicide right in front of 
our eyes!” 


CHAPTER 9 


Suicide was not Bruce Wayne’s intention. 

A glance through the murky window had shown him that he was 
on the second floor. As he dove out, he flung his body into a 
somersault that brought him down feet-first on the pavement. 

He looked back at the tavern window through which he had 
crashed. A sign read: YE OLDE BENBOW TAVERN. He would 
remember that. 

In the broken window appeared the Penguin’s anguished face. 

“There he goes! After him!” 

They would never catch him now. He sprinted down the street, 
shouting: “Taxi! Taxi!” 


In the headquarters room, the Penguin turned back from the 
shattered window. 

“He’s escaped. Egad, my fine-feathered friends, what a 
prodigious display of pugilistic and gymnastic abilities! We 
underestimated Bruce Wayne.” 

“These millionaire playboys have nothing else to do but stay in 
good physical condition,” the Joker replied acidly. “We must 
remember that in the future.” 

“There won’t be any future for us,” said the Riddler, “unless we 
move quickly! Even if Batman doesn’t come, the police will—as 
soon as Bruce Wayne contacts them. We have to put our plan into 
operation quickly.” 

“Riddler’s right, for once,” said the Joker. “It’s now or never!” 

“T agree,” said the Catwoman. 

“Very well,” the Penguin said decisively. “We shall put a 


knockout drop in Commander Redhead’s tea, and take him down to 
the submarine.” He tapped his umbrella impatiently on the floor. 
“Mr. Quetch...” 


“Yes, sir, Mr. Penguin.” 

“Step lively with your combat party.” 

“Aye, aye, sir!” 

Quetch left the room for a moment, to return with four brawny 
sailors recruited from the tavern below. 

“These men are reliable, eh, Quetch?” the Penguin asked. 

“Sir, they’ll do anything for money.” 

“Ah, that’s the kind of men I like. You always know where you 
stand with a man who'll do anything for money.” The Penguin went 
to the closet and removed a strange device that looked like a 
converted canister vacuum cleaner. Only there were several extra 
coils leading into and from the device. “We shall now try out 
Commander Redhead’s Total Dehydrator.” 

Quetch turned a bit pale. 

“Are you sure it’s safe, Mr. Penguin, sir?” 

The Penguin turned the projector nozzle toward Quetch and his 
four burly sailor comrades. 


“Don’t be afraid,” said the Penguin reassuringly. “You'll feel 
nothing. All the dehydrator will do is temporarily extract every bit 
of moisture from your bodies.” 


The Penguin triggered the projector nozzle. A ray of light leaped 
out to cover the figures of Quetch and his four sailor comrades in a 
greenish glow. There was a whizzing zapping sound. 


The figures of the five men began to shimmer crazily. 


A faint misty aura surrounded them. Abruptly the mist drew in 
upon itself. 


And the five men totally disappeared! 
“Delightful,” said the Penguin. 
“Amazing,” said the Joker. 


Where Quetch and the sailors had been standing there were now 
five little mounds of colored dust. 


“Totally dehydrated,” said the Riddler. 


“Td better fetch a dustpan,” said the Catwoman. “PI place each 
one of the dehydrated fellows in a separate vial.” 


“Righto,” said the Penguin. 


The Catwoman performed her housekeeping chore in brisk 
fashion. When each of the five mounds had been swept up and 
carefully placed in a vial, stoppered tight, she handed them to the 
Penguin who put them into his capacious waistcoat pocket. 


“Now, down to the submarine,” said the Penguin. 
“Just a moment.” The Riddler held up a cautioning hand. 
“What for?” 


“T want to set a demolition charge to welcome the police when 
they show up here.” 


“A capital idea!” said the Joker. “Where shall we four meet 
again?” 

The Penguin’s sleepy-looking eyes became tiny slits of 
concentration. “Let’s see. I’ll wait here to dispose of Batman with 
our preconceived alternate plan of Battle Code B. As soon as that is 
concluded, we should meet at the United World Building, where the 
second phase of our master plan will be put into effect.” 
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“Perhaps,” volunteered Catwoman, “we should skip the part of 
the plan that calls for getting rid of Batman. Then we can proceed 
right to our chief business.” 


“Never,” said the Riddler. “I won’t feel safe until we’re rid of 
Batman!” 


Said the Joker, “We can never be sure of success until that 
infernal caped nuisance is out of the way.” 


The Penguin added, “If you’re worried that the alternate plan of 
Battle Code B might fail, Catwoman, put such thoughts out of your 
mind. I worked up the plan, and it’s sheer criminal genius. Who but 
a genius like myself could have conceived it? To trick Batman and 
Robin into inviting ME into the Batcave—with five dehydrated 
death-dealing henchmen at my command. Quack-quack. Oh, I could 
chortle with joy!” 


The Catwoman shrugged. “If you’re all agreed to do it this way, I 
won't argue. The main thing is—let’s do it quickly. Before the police 
or Batman arrive to upset all our plans.” 


The four Supercriminals hurried from their headquarters room. 


At Wayne Manor, Police Commissioner Gordon was sitting in the 
living room with a disconsolate Dick Grayson when there came a 
rap at the door. 


“Tf it’s reporters, Alfred will send them away,” Dick Grayson said. 


Instead, as the front door opened, they heard a delighted cry 
from Alfred. Dick looked up, hope dawning in his eyes. 


He turned to the doorway just as Bruce Wayne stumbled in. 
Bruce’s collar was awry, his suit crumpled and dirty. He was in the 
most disheveled condition that Dick had ever seen him. 


Dick’s own voice nearly broke as he said, “Bruce!” 


Bruce grinned. “Hi, Dick. Anything interesting happen while I 
was away?” 


“Great Scott, Bruce,” Commissioner Gordon exclaimed. 
“How did you escape? Where have you been held?” 
“T escaped,” Bruce Wayne replied, “with the aid of Batman!” 


Commissioner Gordon blinked. “Thank heavens. The Caped 
Crusader has returned to health. That is good news!” 

“Yes, Commissioner. And you’d better return to headquarters. I 
have a feeling that Batman may wish to call you.” 

Commissioner Gordon grabbed his hat. “Pll hurry there right 
away. Bruce, I can’t begin to tell you how good it is to see you safe 
and sound.” 

“Thank you, Commissioner. It’s good to be home again.” 

The front door slammed behind the commissioner. Alfred was 
smiling widely, “I, too, am glad you’re back, sir. Mrs. Cooper is 
shopping at the moment. She’ll be so delighted when she sees 
you...” 

“That won’t be for a while, I’m afraid, Alfred.” 

Alfred sobered. “But sir, you can’t run off now!” 


“Batman and Robin are going to pay an important call—at the 
headquarters of the United Underworld.” 

“Holy criminology!” Dick said. “Back in action. I can hardly 
wait!” 

Alfred was less enthusiastic. “Whatever in the world will I tell 
Mrs. Cooper? You’ve hardly come home from being kidnapped— 
and you’ve run off again. Where?” 


Bruce Wayne said, “Tell her we had an important date—at a fish 
hatchery. Let’s go, Dick!” 


In the study, Dick Grayson turned on the secret switch in 
Shakespeare’s dome. The sliding panel opened. Bruce Wayne and 
Dick raced into the opening and slid down the Batpoles. 


Seconds later, Batman and Robin leaped into the Batmobile 
waiting on its swivel platform in the Batcave. 


Batman gunned the engines, and the Wonder Car vroomed up the 
ramp and out through a camouflaged exit in the hill. 


Minutes later the Batmobile whizzed up and braked to a sudden 
stop at the rear of Ye Olde Benbow Tavern. 


“Holy cats and dogs!” Robin said. “Look what’s on the roof.” 

A monster umbrella, held by guy wires, rose amid the gables and 
chimneys. 

“It isn’t hard to smell a Penguin in this woodpile,” Robin said. 

“Doubtless a fiendish trap prepared for us, Robin. But we'll cook 
the foul bird’s goose. Out Batarang and Batrope!” 

“Do you think we ought to check that umbrella first, Batman?” 

Batman had already fired the Batarang with the Batrope attached 
to catch around the chimney. 

“Later!” he told Robin. “Our first chore is to crash in and rescue 
Miss Kitka!” 

Batman was already scaling the wall. Robin shrugged, grabbed 
the Batrope, and began to follow him. 

“Be ready with the super-blinding Batpellets,” Batman whispered 
back to him. “There’s a skylight. We’ll crash in through it and 
surprise them!” 

They reached the roof. Swiftly, silently, they crossed to the 
skylight. As Batman knelt to wrench off the skylight, he looked in 
horror down to the room below. 

A round black globe, three feet in diameter, was in a box in the 
middle of the room. A fuse was burning down toward the hole in 
the globe. 

“A bomb! A huge bomb! Robin—get away. Down the Batrope!” 

Accustomed to obeying Batman’s orders without question, the 
Boy Wonder raced to the edge of the roof. There he paused, saw 


Batman wrench off the skylight and plunge down into the room. 
“BATMAN!” 


Robin started back. But then, remembering orders, he started to 
descend the Batrope. 


“If that bomb goes off before Batman can defuse it...” That was 
all Robin could think of as he descended the rope to solid ground 
below. 


In the room Batman dashed to the crate. Just as he snatched at 
the bomb’s fuse, it burned down and disappeared into the hole. 


“T know this kind of demolition charge,” Batman thought. “It’s a 
much larger version of that used by the anarchists in the old days. 
Once the fuse bums down into the hole, less than a minute remains 
before the explosion!” 


Batman lifted the huge bomb as though it were a toy balloon, ran 
to the window and flung it open with his free hand. As he was 
about to heave the bomb out into the street, he saw on the opposite 
sidewalk four little girls playing hopscotch. The tinkle of laughter in 
their voices wafted up to him at the window. 


Taking the bomb, Batman raced to the exit door. The bomb was 
sputtering from the fuse hole. Somewhere inside its infernal 
mechanism the fuse was burning down to the final demolition 
point. 

No time to open the door. Batman crashed through it using his 
shoulder as a battering ram. 


Down he went into the tavern room below. He had hoped to find 
it empty at this time of day. But there was a crowd of disorderly 
roisterers. 


At the head of the staircase Batman looked down at the noisy 
mob. A thin wisp of smoke began to rise from the fuse hole of the 
bomb in his hand. 

He shouted, “Quick, everyone! Flee for your lives. Into the 
street!” 

The command cut through the bedlam. One or two looked up at 
Batman at the head of the stairs, holding the huge sputtering 
smoking bomb in his grasp. 

The sight was enough to convince them. A girl shrieked. A sailor 
cursed. The crowd dashed pell-mell for the exits. 


Batman counted to ten—ten precious seconds—before he 
followed. Smoke began pouring from the bomb he carried. 


On the street, Batman raced to the corner. The entire street 
seemed deserted. He lifted the bomb to hurl it away. 


And then... 


Around the next corner, coming toward him, were several nuns. 
They were chatting and laughing gaily. 


Batman whirled to throw the bomb in the other direction. 
No better. 


A Salvation Army trio was on the curb beside their small stand 
for donations. They were puffing and playing away on their 
instruments. 


There could not be more than a few seconds left. 


A low whistle began inside the bomb. The whistle rose steadily 
in pitch. The bomb began to smoke furiously. 


There was an alleyway, running narrowly between buildings, 
that led toward the harbor. 


Batman plunged down it. If the bomb exploded here, between 
buildings, at least there would be a minimum of damage. 


He sprinted out of the alleyway. The harbor, with a seawall 
guarding it, was directly ahead. 


He lifted his arm to throw the bomb. 
WHROOOM! 


CHAPTER 10 


Robin heard the terrific explosion. 


He had been following Batman. From the moment he saw him 
emerge from the Ye Olde Benbow Tavern, Robin had been in 
pursuit. He saw Batman reach the corner, hesitate, turn, hesitate, 
then race on. 


When Robin reached the corner a moment later, the desperate 
Batman was already heading down the narrow alleyway toward the 
harbor. 

Before Robin reached the alleyway, there was a tremendous 
explosion. The ground shook. A wave of compressed air following 
the blast knocked him off his feet. 

Loosened bricks rained down out of the walls. 

Robin’s face was streaked with dirt and he was hardly aware that 
he was crying. “Batman!” 

He got up, dazed, to follow the narrow alleyway that opened out 
near the harbor. 

A wagon had been overturned, and its wares of fruits and 
vegetables were strewn all around. A car, with half its side dented 
in, had run up onto a curb. The driver was out of the car, uninjured, 
but unsteady on his feet. 

Where was Batman? 

In the harbor, beyond the broken seawall, the water was roiling 
and peppered with small debris that pelted down in the aftermath 
of the explosion. 

Where was Batman? 

Had every trace of the Caped Crusader been obliterated by the 
rending bomb? 


Robin ran along the seawall, frantically calling Batman’s name. 
A curl of smoke drifted lazily in on the wind from the ocean. 


Suddenly, behind a low piece of seawall at right angles to the 
main wall, Robin saw a projecting leg. He raced forward. 


Batman dusted himself off and looked up at Robin. He managed 
a somewhat shaky grin. 


“Whew,” he said. “I’m lucky there was a seawall to protect me. 
Fortunately the bomb was underwater when it finally went off or 
there might have been nothing left of this whole waterfront.” 


Robin sank on his knees beside him. 


“Holy straight-jacket, Batman! You’re safe. That’s all that matters. 
That’s miracle enough!” 


Behind them a heavily British—accented voice spoke: 


“I say, could you chaps direct me to a policeman?” Batman 
stared in amazement at the speaker. When Robin turned, he 
understood why. 


The man confronting them wore a deerstalker hat, an Inverness 
cape, and had a red beard and moustache. He was a comical- 
looking fellow, with rubbery face and long narrow arrogantly-tilted 
nose. But there was no mistaking the familiar cigarette holder held 
tightly between sardonically twisted lips, the monocle in the eye, 
the receding forehead and chin that gave him an uncanny 
resemblance to a famed Antarctic bird. And he carried a rolled 
umbrella under his arm. 


“Holy costume party!” Robin cried. “The Penguin!” 


The red-bearded fellow shook his head. “Commander Redhead’s 
the name. Schlepp’s Whiskey, y’know. I’ve just escaped from some 
ruffians in a submarine.” 


Batman ignored this reply. He asked sternly, “What’s your 
game...Penguin?” 


“Game? I don’t understand. And my name is not Penguin. It’s 
Commander Redhead, old top.” 


“We can easily check that, Penguin. We have your fingerprints 
on file in our Mobile Anticrime File in the Batmobile.” 


“My fingerprints?” 
“Let me see your hands,” Batman ordered. 


The plump red-bearded fellow held out both his hands. 


He was smiling affably and not the least offended at the unusual 
request. 

Robin said, “Gosh. Looks like plastic-coated fingertips.” 

“So they are,” said the red-bearded fellow. “I scorched myself 
pressing a waistcoat. I believe the attending surgeon did use 
plastic...” 

“Do you expect us to believe that?” Robin challenged. 

“Never mind, Robin,” Batman said. “There’s one mode of 
identification no criminal can evade—retinal eye patterns. The 
pattern of the myriad, tiny blood vessels on the retina of the eye... 
as individual as a fingerprint.” 

“Well, well,” said the red-bearded fellow. “I have heard that you 
two have a complete Anticriminal Eye Pattern Master File in your 
fabulous Batcave. If you really want to prove who I am, why don’t 
you take me there?” 


“Would you be willing to submit yourself to the test?” Robin 
asked. 

“Why not? Could be an amusing experience, don’t y'know?” 

Batman nodded. “All right. We’ll take him to the Batcave. But PIH 
give him a dose of Batgas first.” 

“Eh? What? Batgas?” 

“A harmless anesthetic,” Batman replied. “To prevent you from 
seeing the entrance to the Batcave.” 

“If anyone knew that,” Robin added, “he would pierce the secret 
of our true identities.” 

Batman took the small aerosol can of Batgas from his utility belt. 
“Ready...Commander?” 

The red-bearded fellow screwed his monocle firmly into his eye. 
“What deucedly strange customs you colonials have,” he said. “Go 
ahead. I’m ready.” 

Batman directed the nozzle at the red-bearded fellow and 
released a small whiff of Batgas. The man’s eyes rolled up, and he 
slumped instantly into Robin’s arms. 

Batman heaved him over his shoulder. “Come on, Robin. To the 
Batmobile.” 


Down the ramp into the Batcave sped the Batmobile and stopped 
on the turntable. The red-bearded captive was wedged between 
Batman and Robin on the front seat. He was unconscious. 


Robin looked at their captive closely. “He must be the Penguin. I 
wonder why he let us bring him here.” 


“We'll soon find out.” 


Batman climbed out of the Batmobile and lifted the unconscious 
portly figure of their captive. 


“TIl set up the Anticrime Eye Detector,” Robin volunteered. 


“Good. I’m going to give him a whiff of Batwake. After that, we 
must be ready for anything.” 


Batman took a can of Batwake from his utility belt, and gave the 
unconscious red-beard a small whiff. He awoke instantly, blinked, 
and looked about him with increasing wonder. His gaze took in the 
Batmobile on its swivel platform, and all the super-spectacular 
mechanical aids which the Dynamic Duo had devised to aid them in 
their unceasing war against crime. 


“So this is the Batcave. Extraordin’ry. Upon my soul, simply 
extraordin’ry. Er—your Batgas has left me with a somewhat 
parched sensation. Might I have a glass of water?” Batman pointed 
to a clearly labeled drinking water dispenser in the corner. 


“Ah. Yes. I see it,” said the portly fellow. “Your scientific bent is 
in evidence even when it comes to the water you drink, eh?” He 
indicated the various controls on the dispenser which were labeled 
“Salinity Index,” “Anti-Decay Fluorides,” “Temperature Index,” “pH 
Value,” and “Rate of Flow.” 

“Help yourself, Commander,” Batman said ironically. “But don’t 
try to delay too long. You’ll have worse than a dry throat when we 
rip off your false feathers.” 

“Eh? You are a pair of suspicious birds, aren’t you?” At the water 
fountain, their visitor went into swift action. While pretending to 
take a glass of water, he poured a little water from his glass into 
each of five little vials of colored dust. 

“Tm all set at the Anticrime Eye Detector,” Robin announced. 

“Come on, Penguin,” Batman said. “You’ve had time enough to 
slake your thirst... What are you doing there?” 


Their visitor whirled about and tossed the five vials toward 


Batman and Robin. 

“Back, Robin!” shouted Batman. 

The vials hit the floor of the Batcave. 

SPWOOOF! 

As the vials landed with a loud popping sound, a faint shower of 
dust rose into the air. The dust seemed to gather into five separate 
spinning columns and abruptly. 

The spinning columns became five burly men dressed in sailor 
costumes! 

“Holy hallucination!” gasped Robin. 

“I wish it were a hallucination,” Batman said. “It’s not, Robin.” 

The leader of the men shouted, “At ’em, my hearties!” 

A sailor shouted, “Lead the way, Quetch. We’ll shiver ’em from 
stem to stern!” 

The five muscled brutes closed in upon Batman and Robin. 

Meanwhile, the red-bearded fellow who had rehydrated the five 
dehydrated pirates scurried to a safe place. He went up the ladder 
to roost on the top of the atomic pile in the laboratory, giggling and 
chortling with pleasure. He sat there, legs dangling, swinging his 
umbrella, eager to watch the slaughter. 

“Yo-ho-ho!” he cried. “Wipe the floor of the Batcave with them, 
Quetch, my fine bully boy. Not even Batman and Robin can defeat 
five huskies like yourself.” 

“It does look like we’re in trouble,” Batman admitted to Robin. 

“We can give a good account of ourselves,” Robin answered 
stoutly. “If we go down, we'll go down fighting.” 

From all sides the five burly sailors closed in. They seized 
Batman and Robin. Batman broke free of the three sailors who held 
him. As one swung a roundhouse blow, Batman ducked, came up 
under it, and drove his fist to the sailor’s jaw. 

POP! 

Batman could hardly believe his eyes. 

The sailor disappeared. He vanished like a punctured balloon. 

Robin freed one arm and connected with a punch at another 
sailor’s head. 


POP! 
Exactly the same thing happened. 
The sailor disappeared! 


With a growl of rage, Quetch, the leader, flung himself at 
Batman. Batman hurled him flying to crash into a burly sailor who 
was coming toward Robin with a club. 

POP! POP! 

“Holy rabbit-in-the-hat!” exclaimed Robin. “The pirates are 
popping!” 

“Look out, Robin!” Batman cried. 

The last remaining sailor drew a scimitar from his belt and came 
at Robin swinging viciously. Robin fell back out of the way of the 
lashing blade. He struck up at the pirate-sailor’s wrist with an 
accurately aimed karate kick. The kick sent the scimitar flying out 
of the sailor’s hand. 


And the sailor went POP! 


There was a choked sound from the red-bearded fellow atop the 
atomic pile. 


“Faugh!” 


Robin was stunned with what he bad seen. “The pirates! They’re 
all gone! What happened, Batman?” 


“Hmm. Smell that curious residue in the air, Robin?” 


Robin sniffed also. “It smells like...Deuterium, Type Gamma 
Three...” 


“Precisely,” Batman said. Ignoring the red-bearded fellow seated 
unhappily atop the atomic pile in the corner, Batman crossed to the 
water container. 


He indicated one of the controls on the container. The knob was 
turned away from the sign which read “Normal Water” and pointed 
clearly to another sign which read “Heavy Water.” 


“There’s your explanation,” Batman said. “Those pirates were 
accidentally rehydrated with the heavy water we employ for 
recharging the atomic pile. Whoever rehydrated them committed a 
serious oversight by not looking at the control lever. The heavy 
water would not affect a normal person at all. But a person 
rehydrated with heavy water would be left in a highly unstable 


condition.” 


“Holy seesaw!” Robin said. “I’ll say they would be. The slightest 
impact would be sufficient to reduce them to antimatter!” His voice 
took on a tinge of awe. “Antimatter...Then they won’t be coming 
back...” 

“No, Robin,” Batman answered gravely. “Not in this universe. Let 
it be an object lesson in the danger of tampering with the laws of 
nature.” 

Atop the atomic pile the red-bearded fellow cleared his throat 
nervously, and took out an umbrella. 

Robin snatched out his Batarang. “As for you, you monocled 
mocking bird, PIL...” 

Batman put out a restraining hand. He held Robin back from 
throwing the Batarang with its coiling rope. 

“Don’t be hasty, Robin,” he said. “In my opinion we’ve done 
Commander Redhead an injustice.” 

“Commander Redhead! He’s no more Commander Redhead than 
I am. He’s the Pengu—” 

Batman did not seem to hear. He looked up toward the red- 
bearded fellow on top of the atomic pile. 

“My apologies, Commander Redhead,” he said without the 
slightest trace of irony. “It’s clear that we’ve done you a grave 
injustice by accusing you of being that cackling crow of crime, the 
Penguin.” 

Robin whispered tensely, “Batman! Have you lost your mind?” 

The red-bearded fellow seemed equally flabbergasted. Slowly he 
lowered the umbrella which he aimed almost as though he intended 
to use it as a weapon. 

“Did you say you’ve done me an injustice, Batman?” 

“That’s what I said, Commander. I see now that you were 
duped...brainwashed.” 

“Brainwashed?” 

“Obviously. The criminals planted those dehydrated thugs on 
your person. And you were clearly under the influence of 
posthypnotic suggestion when you rehydrated them. 


“T was? Oh...uh, yes, I was!” 


“Come on down, Commander,” Batman said courteously. “PI 
give you another whiff of Batgas and then we'll all return to 
Gotham City.” 


The portly red-bearded fellow edged cautiously over the atomic 
pile until he found the ladder and came down. 


He seemed somewhat anxious as he approached Batman, but 
Batman’s smile gave him confidence. He tucked the umbrella under 
his arm and waddled forward. 


“This is deuced decent of you, old chaps,” he told Batman and 
Robin. “I did have a twinge there that you might not understand my 
role in this whole ghastly affair. But one can’t help oneself when 
one is—er—duped and brainwashed as you say. Under posthypnotic 
suggestion and all that.” 


“Absolutely, Commander,” Batman said as he gave him a whiff of 
the Batgas. 


The portly red-bearded fellow promptly passed out. 


CHAPTER 11 


The Batmobile sped along a country road. 


Robin said, “For a few minutes I thought you’d hurt your head in 
that fight, Batman.” 

“I don’t blame you. The Penguin thinks I’m gullible enough to 
believe his concocted story of being Commander Redhead. That’s 
where the superego of Supercriminals like the Penguin came to our 
aid, Robin. The Penguin’s colossal vanity makes him willing to 
believe he can get away with anything.” 

The character they were discussing now sat, slumped between 
them, in the front seat of the Batmobile. The whiff of Batgas had 
made him completely insensible to his surroundings. 

“Shall we take him directly to the police?” Robin inquired. 

“T have a better idea. That’s why I’ve played along with him. 
Were going to let the Penguin lead us to the whereabouts of the 
other three Supercriminals—and to the enchanting Miss Kitka.” 

“How can we do that, Batman?” 

Batman reached into his utility belt. “Well, first, swallow this 
pill.” A deft turn of the wheel kept the Batmobile on the road as it 
negotiated a sharp turn. 

“Then as soon as we round this curve, we’ll give our friend a 
whiff of the Batwake...” 

“T recognize where we are now, Batman. That shed over there...” 

“Exactly. Give the Penguin the Batwake now, Robin.” Robin took 
the aerosol can from his utility belt and gave the Penguin a brief 
whiff of Batwake. 

Instantly the Penguin sat up, blinking his eyes. He fingered his 
red beard as though to reassure himself that his disguise was in 


place. 


“Cheerio, old chaps. A refreshing little forty winks. Tip-top. 
Would you mind telling me where we are?” 


“We're just a few miles from....” Suddenly Batman glanced down 
at the dashboard of the Batmobile and reached for a switch. 


“What’s wrong, Batman?” Robin asked. 
“Manifold pressure is dropping. We’d better stop and check it.” 


The Batmobile coasted off the highway and on to the shoulder of 
the road. Nothing was in sight but a small shed a few hundred yards 
ahead with a rather large sign: GOTHAM CITY PUBLIC WORKS 
DEPARTMENT 


Batman said, “I’m sorry, Commander. A minor repair job. Won’t 
take more than a minute.” 


“You’re wrong about that, Batman.” 
“Eh? What are you doing with that umbrel—?” 


Batman did not finish the question. With deceptive speed, the 
red-bearded Penguin raised his rolled umbrella and squeezed the 
handle. A jet of colored gas shot out. 


PWIFFF! 


Batman clutched at his throat, reeled back, and fell insensible on 
the ground. 


“Hey,” Robin exclaimed, rising angrily from his seat. 

The Penguin whirled, aimed his umbrella again. 

PWIFFF! 

Robin gasped, fell backward out of the cockpit of the Batmobile 
onto the road. 

“Quackk! Quackk!” chortled the Penguin triumphantly. “Now— 
away I go, in the BIRDMOBILE!” 

He slipped over into the driver’s seat so recently vacated by 
Batman, and his foot pressed down on the throttle. 

The Batmobile roared off down the road. 

The Penguin was burbling with joy. “Batman and Robin are 
dead! That dose of poisonous Penguin gas finished them forever. 
Yo-ho-ho! I can’t wait to tell my partners in crime about this!” 


Hardly was the Batmobile out of sight when Batman and Robin 
got up. They had been lying sprawled on the road. 

“Are you okay, Robin?” 

“Tm fine. Thanks to that anti-Penguin’s gas pill you gave me.” 

“T congratulate you. It was a mighty convincing fall you took. In 
fact, it almost convinced me.” 

“Lucky you checked the Penguin’s umbrella before we drove off 
with him. A real dose of that gas might have spelled curtains for 
us.” 

“The Penguin is a pompous fool, Robin, but a dangerous one. 
This time, though, he’s played right into our hands. Quick now! Via 
Batcycle to the Batcopter!” 

Batman raced to the small shed. He opened the padlock, flung 
open the door, and ran inside. Robin was at his heels. 

A moment later the Batcycle roared out of the shed. 

Batman was bent over the handlebars and Robin was hanging on 
for dear life in the sidecar. Batcycle almost flew over the roadway. 

“We'll track the Penguin to the gang’s new hideout,” Batman 
said. “He can’t get away from us this time!” 

Onto the airport tarmac vroomed the powerful Batcycle. Those 
who saw it coming hurried out of the way. The Batcycle raced up in 
front of a hangar. 

As the versatile cycle entered the hangar it seemed to split into 
two separate vehicles. Batman rode the engine up to one side of the 
Batcopter and Robin rode the sidecar up to the other. They both 
jumped out and aboard the Batcopter. 

Less than a minute later the Batcopter rose swiftly into the air. 

Batman was at the controls while Robin worked the dials on the 
Batscanner. 

“Tm tracking the Batmobile perfectly,” Robin said. 

“Good. Keep it in sight. Pll stay far enough back so the Penguin 
doesn’t know he’s being followed.” 

On the Batscanner appeared a picture of the road a few miles 
ahead with the Batmobile speeding along it. 

“Stolen Batmobile turning,” Robin reported after a few minutes. 
“Now heading up Gotham River Drive.” 


“Roger. We’ll cut across the harbor. He can’t spot us from that 
direction.” Batman swung the wheel of the Batcopter. “Meanwhile, 
Robin, you’d better activate the Remote Control Intercontinental 
Relay Link in the Batcave.” 


Robin picked up the mobile Batphone. 
“Any particular city in Europe you’d like to talk to, Batman?” 


“Get me Commander Redhead’s office in London.” Robin dialed 
three digits, waited, dialed another number. “It may be a minute or 
two, Batman. The Automatic Relay is still searching for a circuit. 
We should get a beep signal very soon, though...” 


“Look down there, Robin. The Batmobile seems to be headed 
toward the United World Building.” 


“Holy Peace Corps!” Robin said. “Does that mean the Penguin— 
and his three Supercriminal associates—are plotting against the 
United World? That’s a pretty big target, even for them, Batman.” 


“Tt’s exactly the sort of stupendously sinful scheme I supposed 
those sinister subverters of law and order would have struck upon.” 

“Holy peace-keepers!” said Robin. “They’ve got to be stopped!” 

“The time to stop them may be at hand, Robin,” Batman 
answered grimly. He pushed the wheel of the Batcopter slightly 
forward and the Wonder Craft began to descend on a diagonal flight 
path across the harbor toward the looming towers of the city. 


At this moment, almost directly beneath the Batcopter, a 
submarine was cruising sleekly twenty fathoms below the surface of 
Gotham City Harbor. 

In the command room of the submarine were the Catwoman, the 
Riddler and the Joker. Bluebeard and another pirate henchman 
were at the sonar detector which was giving off a loud ponging 
sound. 


The Joker glanced at the steering controls. “Port, two degrees,” 
he said. “Aft diving planes.” 


“We’re coming up to the surface,” reported the Riddler. 

The Catwoman said, “It’ll be good to see daylight again. 
Miaoww.” 

“T thought you cats preferred the nighttime,” the Riddler said 
jestingly. 


“Nighttime or daytime, anything is better on dry land. You know 
how cats hate the water,” the Catwoman told him. She gave a 
delicate shudder. 

“We’re nearing the surface,” the Joker announced. “Up 
periscope.” 

The Joker stayed at the steering controls while the Riddler 
moved over to look through the periscope. After a quick glance the 
Riddler began to hop around excitedly. 

“Tt’s them! It’s them!” 

“Who are you talking about?” the Joker asked. 

“Batman and Robin. In the Batcopter. They’re flying over 
Gotham Harbor right this minute! Take a look for yourself!” 

The Riddler began to laugh excitedly. Then he abandoned the 
periscope and started quickly aft. 

“Where are you going?” demanded the Catwoman. 

“To fire off some riddling clues, of course!” 

“You’re mad, Riddler!” said the Catwoman. 

“Am I? The Penguin was supposed to have finished off Batman 
and Robin. But I could have told you that meddling mountebank of 
a bird couldn’t finish off a bag of popcorn. Now it’s up to me—the 
Riddler—the world’s greatest concocter of criminal conundrums.” 

The Joker motioned to Bluebeard to take the wheel. He moved to 
stop the Riddler. 

“Listen to reason,” he pleaded. “It’s clear that the Penguin failed. 
But that’s all the more reason not to hand Batman and Robin any 
more of your crazy clues.” 

“I don’t follow your reasoning at all!” the Riddler said sulkily. 

“Well, I do,” Catwoman said. “Our plan is risky enough without 
adding risks to it. And Batman and Robin are dangerous enough 
without making them more dangerous by letting them know exactly 
what we’re up to.” 

The Riddler drew up his slender figure haughtily. “I promise you 
that this time I will construct a riddle not even Batman and Robin 
will be able to solve.” 

“If so, it would be the first time,” Catwoman answered dryly. 

“I forbid you to send up any more missile messages,” said the 


Joker. “Catwoman agrees. That makes us a majority—two to one.” 

“I won’t obey,” the Riddler said. “I’ll send up my missile 
messages anyhow. No matter what you say!” 

The Joker signaled a pirate henchman nearby. The henchman 
seized the Riddler while the Joker grabbed him, too. 

“Hold him,” Catwoman said. “In a few moments the Batcopter 
will be out of sight. He won’t be able to do anything about it!” 

“Let me go!” the Riddler wailed. “Outwitting Batman is my sole 
delight, my heaven on earth, my very paradise, my...” 

His protests went unheeded. The Joker and the pirate henchman 
kept him in a firm grip. Catwoman moved over to the periscope to 
check the Batcopter’s position. 

At that moment the submarine struck a submerged object. A 
strong vibration ran through the entire ship. The lights flickered. 
The floor tilted sharply. 

Everyone was thrown heavily to the floor. 

“Bluebeard, you&%$*!” swore the Joker. “What have you done?” 

“I don’t know, boss,” answered Bluebeard. 

Still swearing, the Joker scrambled to his feet and went to the 
controls. 

During the excitement, the Riddler darted off. The Catwoman’s 
cry of alarm came too late. By then the Riddler had reached the 
missile room, slammed the watertight door between, and locked it. 

In the missile room, gloating, the Riddler crossed to the console 
controls of his Missile Guidance Message Sender. He began dialing 
knobs rapidly. 

He made a final setting, pushed the Fire button. 

The submarine rocked slightly as the missile zoomed out of its 
launcher. Up through the water swooshed the sleek Polaris and 
broke the surface. 

It roared skyward. 


At this moment, in the Batcopter, Robin was busy on the mobile 
Batphone. 

“Automatic Relay is still searching for a circuit on your call to 
London, Batman,” he said. His eyes widened. The phone almost 


slipped from his grasp. “BATMAN! GUIDED MISSILE HEADED 
TOWARD US!” 

Batman had seen the danger. “Hang on, Robin,” he said tightly. 
“This may be tricky!” 

Batman leaned heavily on the controls, and the highly 
maneuverable Batcopter responded instantly, nosing over into a 
veering dive. 

The missile swooped up and tore into the rear of the Batcopter. 

KLANNGGG! 

Batman and Robin were burled violently forward. 

Batman hung on to the controls. There was a tremendous flash of 
light as the missile roared past on its continuing upward curve. A 
cloud of smoke poured into the cockpit. Gasping and struggling for 
breath, Batman fought to retain control of the badly damaged craft. 

“T can’t seem to regain altitude, Robin.” 


Robin’s voice was steady, “No wonder. The tail rotor is burned 
off!” 

“Brace yourself, Robin. We’re going down faster every second. I 
can hardly hold on to the controls.” 

As the Batcopter whirled downward, it began to spin. 

Batman fought valiantly to correct the bucking, careening 
gyrations of the wounded craft. Robin braced himself with his feet 
against the cowling in front of him. 

The Batcopter spun around in shorter and shorter spirals of 
stomach-churning dizziness. Sky and buildings merged, changing 
places, now up, now down: At each spiral the blurry ground came 
nearer and nearer. 

Now they were down to the topmost floor of skyscrapers around 
them, plunging in swifter and swifter turns into the canyoned 
streets of Gotham City. 

Batman said, “Robin, we’re going to crash. I fear this may be the 
end.” 

Robin nodded and shut his eyes. He waited for the inevitable 
rending jarring explosion. 

Down... 

Down... 


BLAMMMM! 


CHAPTER 12 


In the missile room of the submarine, the Riddler capered in a 
megalomaniac dance of glee. He had witnessed on the radar screen 
the collision between his missile and the Batcopter. Then he had 
followed the uncontrollable descent of the Batcopter toward doom 
in the streets of Gotham City. 

A small winking light that represented the Batcopter on the 
screen had flared up—and then there was nothing. 

Nothing at all! 

“T got them! I got them!” the Riddler shouted. “After all these 
years...Batman and Robin killed by one of my criminal 
conundrums! Oh, what joy!” 

There was a pounding at the locked watertight door that shut 
him off from the command room. 

The Riddler crossed quickly and threw the latch. The Joker flung 
his arms about him. 

“You did it! We watched the whole wonderful accident happen 
on the periscope. Your missile shot down the Batcopter!” 

The Catwoman was somewhat subdued. One might almost have 
thought she regretted the passing of her formidable antagonist. 

“They couldn’t have survived that crash,” she conceded. “There’s 
no doubt that you succeeded, Riddler, where the Penguin failed.” 

“It just goes to prove what I’ve always said,” the Riddler 
answered modestly. “I’m the greatest criminal genius in the whole 
wide world.” 

The Joker looked a bit sour. “Now we can proceed with the rest 
of our stupendous plan. After all, getting rid of Batman and Robin 
was only the first step.” 


“How about the submarine?” the Riddler asked anxiously. “What 
was that submerged object we struck?” 


“We bumped against the sandbar at the entrance to the grotto in 
the harbor below the United World Building. Just ahead of us 
should be the abandoned construction elevator indicated on those 
old blueprints.” 


“Then we’ve arrived,” the Riddler said. “There is no time to 
lose!” 


The busy intersection of Gotham Square and First Street was a 
bedlam of cars stalled bumper to bumper. Horns were blowing 
angrily. 

In the middle of the square a red-faced, perspiring traffic 
policeman was trying to untangle the chaos. He was laboring 
against impossible odds. Those nearest the center of the disturbance 
were unwilling to move on, and every moment larger and larger 
numbers of spectators were gathering on the sidewalks to gape in 
astonishment. 


They were looking at a huge flatbed truck loaded high and deep 
with a delivery of foam rubber for mattresses. 


On top of the high-piled foam rubber rested the Batcopter—tilted 
at a crazy angle. Its tail rotor was burned off, the windshield 
shattered, and part of the fuselage was badly dented. There were 
still a few stray wisps of smoke rising from the wrecked engine. 


But the crowd was mainly interested in the fact that Batman and 
Robin were seated in the cockpit. Batman was using powerful 
binoculars to peer skyward. 


“Everyone’s watching us, Batman,” Robin said. “They look at us 
like we were part of a sideshow attraction.” 


“You can’t blame them, Robin. We’re in a—uh—rather unusual 
situation. Nevertheless, we have no right to complain. Consider 
what might have happened to us if the Batcopter hadn’t landed on 
this foam rubber delivery truck.” 


“Holy horseshoe!” Robin said. “That was luck.” 


Batman kept the binoculars steady as he gazed skyward. “I’d say 
the odds against it would make even the most reckless gambler 
cringe. However, it wasn’t entirely luck, Robin. I did spot the truck 


as we were coming in for a crash landing. And I managed to 
maneuver the Batcopter to land here...Ah! The missile has finished 
writing its messages. There are two of them.” 

A dull distant BOOM sound reached them. 

“Now it’s blown up,” Robin said. 

“The Riddler uses a timing device to explode the Polaris when it 
finishes its skywriting. Fortunate for us, in a way. If the missile had 
exploded on contact it would have gone off when it hit the 
Batcopter.” 

“What are the missile messages this time, Batman?” 


High in the sky above Gotham City were written two smoke- 
wreathed messages: 


Batman read the first one, “What goes up white and comes down 
yellow and white?” 


“An egg,” Robin said quickly. 


“How do you divide seventeen apples among sixteen people?” 
Batman asked, reading the second of the riddles. 


“By making applesauce,” Robin answered promptly. 


Batman lowered his binoculars. “Hmmm. An egg and applesauce. 
Not a common combination...The riddles were no harder than 
usual, but the final answer must depend on some piece of 
information that is not yet in our possession.” 


He was interrupted by a steadily beeping sound in the cockpit of 
the wrecked Batcopter. 


“The mobile Batphone beep,” Robin said. “It must be your call to 
London.” 


“Sturdy device,” Batman said approvingly. “It’s still working. 
Hand it to me, will you, Robin?” He picked up the receiver of the 
Batphone. “Hello.” 


He heard a woman’s voice at the other end, in a cultivated 
British accent: “Schlepp’s Whiskey, Limited, Commander Redhead’s 
office...” 


“This is Batman calling from Gotham City, U.S.A. It is a matter of 
the greatest urgency. You must tell me at once: What was 
Commander Redhead’s mission in this country?” 


The woman’s voice sounded a bit puzzled: “Well, I suppose I can 


tell you, Batman. He’s marketing a new formula, actually. One that 
will dehydrate whiskey—remove all the water from it and make it 
into a powder which—” 


Batman cut in abruptly, “Thank you, madam. That’s all I need to 
know. Goodbye!” 


He replaced the mobile Batphone. Then he smashed his fist into 
his palm. “Those strange riddles. Now we have the clue that 
unravels their full meaning, Robin.” 


“What, Batman?” 


“Apples into applesauce, remember? A unification into one 
smooth mixture. An egg...nature’s perfect container. The container 
of all our hopes for the future.” 


“A unification in a container of hope? Holy Esperanto! It must 
mean the United World Organization.” 


“Precisely what we feared they were after. And, Robin, there’s a 
special meeting of the Security Council today...” 


“Wow! Let’s commandeer a taxi!” 


“In this traffic jam?” Batman asked, indicating the crowded 
streets all around them. “It’ll be faster if we run there.” 


They climbed out of the Batcopter, slid down the sides of the 
piled-up foam rubber on the truck and sprinted off. A cheer went up 
as the crowd thrilled to Batman and Robin in action, and the sea of 
people parted to let them through. 


Weaving their way in and out of the crowds and the hopelessly 
jammed traffic, the Daring Duo raced toward the United World 
Building. 


In the grotto beneath the United World Building, the pirate 
submarine now rested on the surface. Its conning tower and the 
deck were slightly awash. 


Directly alongside the submarine was. a rocky section that 
constituted a natural dock. In the rear was an iron door that led 
into an abandoned construction elevator. 


Suddenly the conning tower of the submarine flew open. The 
Riddler came out first, looking about warily to be sure there was no 
witness to the submarine’s presence there. He turned and assisted 
the Catwoman up onto the deck of the submarine. Hecate, her pet 


black cat, was perched on the Catwoman’s shoulder. 


A moment later the Joker emerged, a tall, angularly lean man, 
who carried the Total Dehydrator equipment strapped to his back. 


“Good,” the Joker said. “There’s the iron door. Just as the 
blueprints said it would be!” 


“The door’s bolted,” the Riddler pointed out. “It may take a 
while to blast through.” 


Catwoman turned to the black cat perched on her shoulder. 
“Hecate,” she commanded, “sniff out the weak spot!” 


Hecate the cat arched her back, leaped down, and crossed 
directly to the iron door. She began to sniff about the sealed bottom 
of the door. Suddenly she paused and gave a low hiss. With a paw 
she struck at the lower right-hand section of the door. 

“That’s where to plant your explosive!” Catwoman snapped her 
fingers, and Hecate returned and leaped nimbly back to place on 
her shoulder again. 

The Riddler moved forward to plant a blob of explosive at the 
indicated place. 

“Stand back,” he ordered. 

The Joker and Catwoman found hiding places in a niche of the 
rock grotto. The Riddler lit the fuse to the plastic demolition charge 
and scampered swiftly to safety. 

KER-BLOOOM! 

The iron door fell crazily off its hinges to reveal an opening 
within and the wooden platform of an elevator. 

“Are you sure that old elevator apparatus will work?” Catwoman 
asked nervously. 

“Of course it will,” said the Joker. “It was in use during the 
construction of the United World Building. 

Then they sealed it off—but never dismantled it. Get on the 
elevator! If the Penguin is on schedule, he should be entering the 
corridor of the United World Building at this very moment.” 


The Penguin was on schedule. 


But he was no longer wearing his Commander Redhead disguise. 
Instead he had donned his customary black frock coat, bow tie, and 


a rakish top hat. He smoked a cigarette in a jaunty cigarette holder 
and carried a rolled umbrella under one arm. 


In this regalia, known all over the world, he entered the United 
World building and sauntered past the astonished guards. 


“Isn’t that the...?” one guard began. 


“Tt couldn’t be! He wouldn’t have the nerve to come here. But 
we'd better keep an eye on him, just the same.” The Penguin went 
directly down the short hallway that led to the room where the 
Security Council met. The door was closed and a sign was posted: 
SECURITY COUNCIL IN SECRET SESSION. NO ADMITTANCE. 


The Penguin had almost reached the door when the two guards 
caught up with him. 


“Hey!” one guard called. “Can’t you read? That sign says nobody 
can go in.” 


“Isn’t it a fine day?” the Penguin asked. 
The second guard put his hands on his hips. “What?” 


“Or do you think it looks like rain? Egad, I do believe you may 
be right,” the Penguin said as he snapped open his umbrella, spun it 
about in his hands, and tossed it away from him. 


Oddly enough the umbrella kept spinning and gave off a trail of 
vapor. The two guards stared at it, and without a sound, fell 
unconscious. 


The spinning umbrella moved on, spinning through the air down 
the corridor and leaving a vapor trail behind. 


The Penguin slipped on a small inhalator mask and followed the 
umbrella. 


As the umbrella reached the main corridor, the vapor it gave off 
increased in volume. One by one, every person in the lobby toppled 
over, unconscious. The Penguin waddled swiftly among their fallen 
bodies. 


He hurried down a corridor to a blank wall. Then he took out 
another umbrella, switched it on, and using the tip as an acetylene 
torch, cut through a section of wall big enough to be a door. 

“All right!” he said then to the wall. “Push it out from inside!” 


Obediently the wall fell outward—to collapse in crumbling 
plaster and dust in the corridor. 


Inside the opening were the Riddler, the Catwoman, and the 
Joker, standing on the wooden platform of the elevator in the 
abandoned shaft. 


The Penguin bowed. “We meet as planned.” 


“Right on time, Penguin,” the Catwoman said. “I congratulate 
you.” 


“Yo-ho-ho,” the Joker said. “Forward with our dementedly 
daring plan!” 


The Penguin led his colleagues in crime back up the hallway. 


“Hold your breath as you cross this area,” he warned. “There 
may still be lingering traces of my fine-filtered Penguin Knockout 
Gas!” 


They went carefully through the main corridor, picking their way 
across fallen bodies of guards and spectators. 


“They'll be unconscious for hours,” the Penguin said. “None of 
the gas got into the Security Council room, though. That room is 
directly ahead of us and the members are in secret session. Are you 
ready with the Total Dehydrator, Joker?” 


“Ready for action!” said the Joker. 


At the door of the Security Council room, the Riddler took a 
small key from a pocket of his costume and inserted it into the lock. 
A quick twist, and the lock yielded to his expert manipulation. 


He flung open the door. 


Inside the room nine members of the Security Council were 
gathered about a long curving desk. They were quarreling heatedly 
with each other. One delegate was banging his shoe on the desk to 
get attention away from the speaker at the microphone. Another 
was haranguing a neighbor delegate, holding on to his lapel and 
shouting into his face. Two others were entwined in what appeared 
to be some sort of wrestling match. The Indian delegate, red-faced 
with anger under his turban, was clamoring to the chairman for 
attention. 

All of this was taking place in nine separate languages—and the 
sum total was incoherence just this side of the Tower of Babel. 

“Dear me,” said the Penguin, regarding the scene through his 
monocle. “Our poor United World...in microcosm....A mockery, is it 
not, my dear Joker? Do show them the humor of it.” 


The Joker unstrapped the Total Dehydrator from his back and 
aimed the projector toward the delegates at the table. 

“Pm afraid they will find our humor very, very DRY,” he said. 

As the Joker pulled the trigger, the muzzle of the Total 
Dehydrator projector shot out concentric multicolored rings of wave 
energy. The rings widened as they moved swiftly across the room 
toward the bickering delegates at the council table. 

The polylingual babble of voices rose rapidly in pitch to a sound 
like that of an ambulance siren, rose further still to the shrill sound 
of a policeman’s whistle, rose higher yet to the pipsqueak yipping of 
a pack of tiny poodles in a kennel. 

Then abruptly ceased. 

Where each delegate of the Security Council had been there now 
was a little mound of dust. 


Nothing more. 


CHAPTER 13 


Each of the mounds was of a different size and of a different color, 
matching their human prototypes. 

Some were yellow. 

Some were black. 

Some were white. 

There was one reddish-brown mound, with a streak of white in 
it, which represented the remains of the brown-skinned Indian 
delegate who had been red-faced with anger and had been wearing 
an immaculate white turban and gown. 

The Catwoman moved first. She went to the council table. From 
inside her bodice she produced nine small vials. 

“All right, my criminal comrades,” she said. “Quickly, now. Each 
one in a separate vial.” The Catwoman snickered. “And, boys...let’s 
not anybody SNEEZE!” 


Batman and Robin raced up the steps to the entrance to the 
United World Building. 

“Holy Marathon!” gasped Robin. “I’m getting a stitch.” “Let’s 
hope it’s a stitch in time,” Batman answered. 

“A stitch in time that will save nine...the nine members of the 
United World Security Council!” 

They plunged in through the main entrance and up to the 
reception desk. 

“Emergency!” Batman shouted. “Seal this building.” Robin 
indicated the unconscious figure of the receptionist slumped below 
the desk. 


“We're too late, Batman!” 


Batman whirled toward the main lobby beyond the archway. He 
saw the slumped guards and spectators. 

“It looks like the work of the Penguin.” He sniffed. “It even smells 
like the work of the Penguin. That’s a trace of his fine-filtered 
knockout gas in the air, I have no doubt.” 

“What shall we do?” 

“The first thing to do is turn on the ventilating system.” 

Batman started for the control box that regulated the ventilation 
in the building. But he came to an abrupt halt. “What’s the matter?” 
Robin asked. 

“I had another thought, Robin. If we turn on the ventilating 
system now, we might unwittingly cause an international 
catastrophe.” 

“Golly, you’re right! The Security Council may have been 
dehydrated. In that case, the ventilation would blow their dust 
around. And no one could ever put them together again.” 

Batman shuddered. “What a terrible thought! The Supercriminals 
we're after may still be in the building, Robin. Come on! To the 
Security Council room!” 

The Dynamic Duo erupted into the Security Council room, but 
the long curved desk at which the nine delegates usually sat was 
empty. Huge double doors at the side of the room were open. 

“They must have gone through there, Robin. Hurry!” 


Batman and Robin vaulted the curving table, and ran out 
through the open doors. 


At the end of the corridor, heading to the abandoned elevator, 
they saw the four Supercriminals. “Surrender, you criminals!” 


The four Supercriminals halted in a frozen instant of surprise as 
the familiar—all too familiar—voice rang out. “That does sound like 
Batman, doesn’t it?” the Riddler asked. 


“The United Underworld is through!” Robin shouted. 


“And that sounds like Robin,” said the Joker. “But it can’t be, 
because they’re dead.” 


“By the sainted dodo,” cried the Penguin, looking around. 
“They’re alive!” 


The Penguin swung up his umbrella but Robin knocked it flying 


from his hand. The Joker tried to aim the projector nozzle of his 
Total Dehydrator. Batman grabbed the end of it and wrapped it 
around the Joker’s throat. 


Then he gave him an uppercut to the jaw that sent the Clown of 
Crime tumbling head over heels. 


The Riddler caught Robin off-guard and a blow sent him 
careening to the floor. 


“Confound you,” the Riddler said. “What does it take to kill the 
two of you? I saw that missile shoot you down in flames!” 


The Riddler didn’t wait for an answer. He started for the 
elevator, but Robin caught hold of his ankle and held on. 


Just long enough for Batman to catch up, drive one fist into the 
Riddler’s stomach and the other to the point of his jaw. 


The Riddler collapsed like a rag doll. 
Catwoman hissed; “I think you’d better let us go, Batman.” 


“Why should I?” Batman demanded as he began to close in on 
her. 


“Because if you don’t, Miss Kitka dies!” 

Batman, in the act of striding forward, suddenly stopped. His 
body became rigid with indecision. 

“What? You feline fiend, what are you saying?” 

“Simply this, Batman! We left Miss Kitka under guard. Our 
instructions to the guard are that if we fail to return within the 
hour, Miss Kitka is to be put to death. Do you want an innocent 
girl’s death on your conscience, Batman?” 

Batman’s corded neck muscles reflected his inner tension. Robin 
touched his arm. 

“Batman, it’s up to you to decide...but remember...the Security 
Council, our only hope for the peace of the world...gone.” 

Robin felt the muscles of Batman’s arm contract as he reached a 
terrible decision. 

“You're right, Robin,” he whispered. 

Before he could move, however, the Penguin recovered 
consciousness. Quick as a flash, the Penguin whipped out an 
umbrella from his frock coat, aimed, and fired. 

“Down, Robin. Quickly!” Batman yelled. 


He grabbed the Boy Wonder and hurled himself and Robin across 
the hall. A coned white glare from the Penguin’s umbrella narrowly 
missed them. It struck the wall beyond. The wall glowed red, then 
yellow, and began to dissolve in streaming rivulets of plaster and 
concrete. 


“Holy Fahrenheit!” Robin said. “What was that?” 


“A deadly laser beam,” Batman said. “The Penguin is really 
playing for keeps. But that umbrella has shot its bolt. Let’s get him 
before he can use another!” 


Batman and Robin got quickly to their feet and charged. But the 
delay enabled the Supercriminals to scramble into the elevator. It 
swiftly began to descend. “Let’s jump after them!” Robin said. 


“That’s what they’re expecting, Robin! The Penguin probably has 
one of his deadly umbrellas aimed right at the elevator opening. 
Not to mention the Joker’s Total Dehydrator. And whatever 
weapons the Riddler and the Catwoman have ready for us. We’d be 
sitting ducks for the deadliest arsenal of superweapons in the entire 
history of crime.” 


“They mustn’t escape, Batman! We can’t let them succeed with 
their infernally clever plan to abduct the nine members of the 
Security Council!” 

“I don’t intend to let them succeed, Robin. But it won’t help 
anyone if we do battle on their terms—and lose our own lives. I 
have a better plan. We’ll follow them—and strike when they don’t 
expect us.” 

“Where does this elevator go?” 

“Downstairs, obviously,” Batman replied. “And to an abandoned 
submarine dock along the river.” 

“Holy Captain Nemo,” Robin said. “The submarine! You're right, 
Batman. They’ll head for the sea via Short Island Sound.” 

Batman’s voice rang like cold steel. “That’s where we'll cut them 


off, Robin. It’s our last chance. And heaven help the world if we 
fail!” 


The pirate submarine glided smoothly over the sandbar at the 
entrance to the underwater grotto below the United World Building. 


In the submarine command room, the Penguin folded up the 


projecting bars of the periscope. 


“Down periscope,” he said. “We’re out of the grotto and into 
Short Island Sound. Won’t be long now before we’re safe at sea. Mr. 
Bluebeard...all engines full ahead!” 


“Yo-ho,” Bluebeard replied. “Full ahead!” 


The Penguin returned to his criminal comrades at the chart table. 
The Catwoman had lined up the nine little corked tubes in a rack. 
Each tube contained a quantity of different-colored dust. 


“What a purrfectly delightful haul,” said the Catwoman. 


The Penguin said, “We’ve done it, my hearties. Pulled off the 
biggest crime in the history of crimedom. Right under the noses of 
Batman and Robin!” 


The Joker straightened out the sharply pointed collar ends of his 
startlingly green shirt. 


“We’ve proved that the forces of law and order—represented by 
Batman and Robin—are no match for the forces of lawlessness and 
crime, when we stick together.” 

The Riddler cackled. “Nine little tubes of dust are going to make 
us the richest people in the world. We’ll have money enough to do 
anything we want, power enough to RULE THE WORLD!” 

“What are we waiting for?” the Penguin asked. “Mr. Riddler, 
kindly prepare the nine ransom messages to be broadcast over 
radio.” 

“Right,” said the Riddler. 

As he started off, the Joker tapped his shoulder. 


“And none of your stupid riddles, understand?” the Joker 
warned. “Make those messages plain.” 

“Our terms are simple,” said the Catwoman. “One billion dollars 
each from each country...to be delivered to our secret island by the 
horde of trained carrier pigeons which we will provide.” 

“Simple,” agreed the Penguin, “yet dazzlingly brilliant. The 
carrier pigeons are a master touch—the inspired scheme of the 
world’s greatest birdman...Me!” 

Catwoman shook her head in amused annoyance. 


The Joker repeated: “No whimsical embellishments, Riddler. 
Remember that. Make the message clear.” 


“Spoilsport,” muttered the Riddler as he went off to complete his 
task. 


The Catwoman sat back, and stretched the languorous length of 
her beautiful figure. She gave a luxurious sigh. 


“Its like a dream,” she said. “Nothing—absolutely nothing—can 
stop us now.” 


Bluebeard, who was keeping guard at the sonar equipment, 
looked up suddenly. 


“Sonar contact,” he announced. 

The Riddler turned from the writing table. 
“Where?” 

“Range eight thousand, bearing one-eight-one.” 


The Penguin marked the position on his map. “It’s right at the 
mouth of Short Island Sound, before it opens out to the sea. And it 
seems to be heading across the Sound in our direction.” 


“Let’s get a further reading, Mr. Bluebeard,” said the Joker. 
Bluebeard held the headphones tighter to his ears. 


In a moment he looked up again, “Sonar contact increasing. It’s a 
small craft. Now at seven-five-hundred range and closing.” 


“What?” asked the Penguin with a hint of alarm. 
“Small craft?” 


“Closing incredibly fast, sir,” Bluebeard announced. “Range now 
down to...seven thousand.” 


“There shouldn’t be a small craft so close to the open sea,” the 
Riddler said. 


“Its moving too fast to be any ordinary small craft,” Catwoman 
said. 


The submarine command room grew silent. 
The Joker spoke the thought in everyone’s mind. 
“IT’S THE BATBOAT!” 


The Penguin’s cigarette holder jutted up at a challenging angle. 
“Paugh! Drat that cockleshell!” 


“Drat Batman and Robin!” cried the Riddler. “Will they never 
leave us alone?” 


The Penguin snapped out orders. “Bear down on the diving 


planes, Catwoman! Man the torpedo tubes, Joker! Mr. Riddler, get 
into the missile room and fire a surface-to-surface underwater 
homing missile.” 
“Aye, aye, sir,” 
Supercriminals. 


They hurried to their tasks. 


came the prompt reply from the other 


Robin cried, “Missile ahoy!” 

Ahead of the Batboat, a missile broke the surface and shot 
upward. 

Batman held the wheel while Robin grabbed the Batbinoculars 
and studied the missile arcing above them. “Looks like a homing 
device in the nose cone,” he announced calmly. 

“Get ready for evasive action,” Batman ordered. 

He swung the wheel hard over. The amazing Batboat swung 
about as though yanked by a string. 

The missile reached the height of its short arc and came right for 
the Batboat on a new course. 

“No use, Batman,” Robin announced. “The missile is tracking 
us!” 

“Take the helm!” Batman commanded. 

He exchanged places with Robin in the cockpit. Robin hurled the 
Batboat into one screaming zigzag after another, flinging up deep 
foamy waves. Meanwhile, Batman calmly worked out figures on a 
sheet of paper. 


The missile hung doggedly to the trail of the twisting, turning 
Batboat The distance between steadily narrowed. 


Batman said, “I’ve got the answer, Robin.” 

“What?” Robin asked, keeping a wary eye on the missile that was 
closing in on them. 

“That class of missile receives on a wave length of one-six-four- 
point-one. I’ll use the Batradio to send a quick jamming signal.” 

“It better be quick, Batman. The missile is only ten yards behind 
us!” 

Batman moved to the radio console, turned several dials to the 
indicated wavelength, and flicked the switch. “There. I think that 


ought to do the trick...” 

The missile kept moving toward them for an instant, and then, as 
the radio signals scrambled in its metal brain, it lost forward 
momentum and nosed down. 

It plunged into the water, erupting in a towering geyser. 


The deafening thunderclap of the explosion washed over Batman 
and Robin in the cockpit. 


“Holy Bikini,” Robin said. “That was close!” 


“We’re not out of danger yet, Robin,” Batman said. He pointed 
ahead. “Look there!” 


“Torpedo wakes!” Robin shouted. “DEAD AHEAD!” 


“No time for evasive action, Robin. Pll fire Batcharges in front of 
the torpedoes!” 


Batman leaped to the Batcharge launcher, swung it about, and 
pressed the firing button. 


In quick succession the Batlauncher fired off a series of little 
Batcharges. 


PLUP! PLUP! PLUP! 


At the same moment Robin swung the wheel and the Batboat 
heeled over. The Batwings came out and flapped once or twice to 
send the boat skimming faster over the waves. 


KERBLAMMI 


There was a monster waterspout and a tremendous explosion as 
the Batcharges set off the torpedoes that bad been zeroing in on the 
Batboat. A ton of water landed heavily on the Batboat, almost 
sending it down beneath the surface of the water. The detonation of 
the explosion rolled in peal after peal. 

Then the Batboat righted itself, shook off the water on its decks 
as a dog might shake its ears when jumping from the water to the 
land. 

Robin, at the controls, was thoroughly drenched. He indicated 
the glowing light on the instrument panel of the boat. 

“Sonar contact,” he said. “They’re diving, Batman! Engines are 
being switched to silent.” 

“Their attack failed, Robin. Now they’re trying to take cover.” 
Batman put his hand on the Y-shaped Batlauncher. “This next 


maneuver is going to require every ounce of our skill. We must 
remember that those Supercriminals hold nine of the world’s most 
eminent men in dehydrated condition! Our task is not to sink that 
sub, merely drive it to the surface.” 


“You can say that again, Batman,” Robin agreed grimly. “What’s 
the scheme?” 


“Our Batsonar will locate them underwater by the interior heat 
from the submarine itself. As soon as we have pinpointed their 
position, we’ll circle them at full-thrust Batspeed.” 


“Diminishing ratio of curvature,” Robin said. 


? 


“Exactly,” Batman said. He made further lightning-quick 
calculations on his pad. “I’ll set the launcher for...one Batcharge per 
second!” 


“Roger!” Robin said. The light on the instrument panel changed 
from pink to red. “The sonar has switched from tracking engine 
sounds to tracking temperature. That means they’ve stopped, 
Batman.” 

“Begin circling!” 

The Batboat began traveling the outer rim of a circle at fantastic 
speed, moving about the outer perimeter with the pirate sub at its 
center. On the next circle, the curve diminished, tightening and 
narrowing in on the target. 

Batman readied the launcher. “I’ve set the launcher for rapid fire, 
Robin...Here she goes!’ 

He pushed the button. From the Y-shaped launcher the first 
Batcharge sped out to plunge deep into the water. 

A tremendous explosion followed! 

Another Batcharge soared out and down into the water. 

Another tremendous explosion! 

One second later still another Batcharge fired toward the hidden 
target beneath the water. 


Fifty fathoms deep, on the bottom of the harbor, the pirate 
submarine rocked to the blasts. One Batcharge exploded a hundred 
yards to the right. The next exploded a hundred yards to the left. 


The third blasted eighty yards in front of the submarine. 


A fourth detonated fifty yards behind the stem of the submarine. 

In the command room all was pandemonium. 

The chart table broke loose of its supports and slid crazily across 
the tilted deck. The Penguin barely waddled out of the way. The 
Joker tried to reach a handhold, failed, and started staggering back, 
back, back, until he crashed into the Riddler. 

Bluebeard screamed. Electrical explosions began short-circuiting 
all the control boards. He flung the headphones away from him as 
though they were alive. 

Lights went off. Then came on again, dimly. 

Catwoman whimpered in a corner. Hecate on her shoulder stared 
with violent green-yellow eyes at the dimness, its fur lifted along its 
back in terror. 

In a small cabin adjoining the command room, however, all was 
serene. Commander Redhead lay back at ease on his bunk, quite 
oblivious to the rolling and tossing of the submarine from the blasts 
of underwater explosions. Once or twice his monocle popped out of 
his eye but he replaced it and went on with his reading. Then he 
reached out imperturbably and rang for the steward. 

There was no steward to answer. 

In the command room, the pandemonium had led to total panic. 


Catwoman wailed, “They’re getting closer! We’re going to die 
down here like rats in a trap!” 

The Penguin tried to shout, “Shut up!” but the words were lost in 
the violent KERBOOM of a new explosion on the starboard side. 

The Joker gasped, “That one couldn’t have been more than forty 
yards away...” 

One second later another KERBOOM! sounded, a bit louder, on 
the port side. 

“M-m-make that thirty,” stuttered the Riddler. 

Bluebeard had been checking out the watertight compartments 
of the submarine. Even his blue jowls were quite pale. 

“Compartments A, B, C, and F are talking green water, Mr. 
Penguin,” he said. 

When the Penguin tried to reply, a gush of water drenched him 
from a seam that opened in the roof. He clung desperately to the 


crazily tilted periscope base. 
The Catwoman crawled over to him. 


“Penguin! Penguin!” she whined. “We weren’t born for a watery 
grave. Do something!” 


“Open umbrellas, everyone,” said the Penguin. He snapped open 
a colorful umbrella and held it over his top hat which was resting 
slightly askew on his head. 


The Riddler stared at the Penguin in astonishment. 


“That bird’s finally flown round the bend,” he said. “You’d better 
take over, Joker.” 


Joker lurched across the steeply angled deck until he reached the 
loudspeaker. 


“Now hear this!” he screamed. “BLOW ALL TANKS! SURFACE!” 


Up from the bottom of Gotham City Harbor rose the battered 
pirate submarine. 


As the submarine ascended, the conning tower broke the surface. 
Not far away, the Batboat swung into a spumy turn. 

“Heave to, Robin,” Batman said calmly. “Ready to board.” 
“Ready, Batman.” 


Batman hurled the Batarang and the rope whistled across to the 
conning tower of the surfaced submarine and pulled twangingly 
taut, just as the deck of the submarine emerged from the water. 


A moment later the Joker came up the hatchway. 


His chalk-white face froze as he saw Batman and Robin swinging 
across on the rope. 


“Pirates! To arms!” he called. 


Batman careened into him. He was propelled back out of the 
hatchway and onto the submarine deck. 


The Riddler’s head came up through the hatchway. His eyes 
widened in shock. 

“Prepare to repel boarders!” he cried as Robin headed toward 
him. 

Robin crashed into him and the Riddler did a back somersault 
out of the hatchway. 


Up popped the Penguin. 


“Strike your colors, Penguin,” commanded Batman sternly. 


“Faugh!” replied the Penguin. His assurance had returned now 
that the submarine was on the surface. “We have not yet begun to 
fight!” 

He pointed his umbrella at Batman. A boxing glove shot forth on 
an extension spring to land with stunning power on Batman’s jaw. 


The Caped Crusader was driven sharply off the deck and into the 
water. 


“Up and at ’em, me hearties!” cried the Penguin. 


Bluebeard and the other members of the pirate crew now 
swarmed onto the deck. Robin, fighting furiously, held them at bay, 
his powerful fists slamming at ducking heads. He was knocked 
down but caught Bluebeard on upraised feet and sent him spinning 
over his head. 


The Penguin ran over to join the fray on short bowed legs. He 
raised his umbrella handle and brought it down with sickening 
force on Robin’s head. 


Stars exploded inside Robin’s skull. He felt as though his head 
had been split wide open. Dazedly, he grabbed the Penguin’s 
corpulent waist and held on. 


Suddenly the Penguin slipped out of his grasp. Robin glanced up, 
fighting off unconsciousness. 


Batman lifted the plump figure of the Penguin as though he were 
a child. The muscles in Batman’s arms bulged. As easily and swiftly 
as though tossing a beach ball, he flung the Penguin out and away 
from the submarine to crash heavily into the water. 

“Are you all right, Robin?” Batman asked, bending solicitously 
over his young comrade. 

“Tm fine. A little dizzy, that’s all.” 

Satisfied, Batman turned to fight off the charge of the pirate 
crewmen. He stood protectively above the dazed Robin as he did 
battle with the hoodlums. 

Robin heard the grunts of pain and a wheezing gasp as the 
breath was knocked out of someone’s body. A heavy figure fell near 
him on the steel deck and lay without moving. 

The Riddler and the Joker plunged back into the fight. Batman 
whirled into blinding motion. His swinging arm knocked the 


Riddler to one side. His left hand grabbed the Joker by the neck, 
dragged him around, and swung him in a wide arc. The Joker 
collided with two of his own men and knocked them off the deck. A 
pirate, stirring feebly on the deck, tried to draw a pistol. Batman 
slapped it out of his hand, and dealt the pirate a short sharp blow to 
the back of the neck. 


The pirate sank into blissful unconsciousness. 


Batman looked about him. As far as he could see, all the crew of 
the pirate submarine were disposed of. They were lying around like 
so many discarded sea bags. 


The Riddler was groaning nearby. The Joker was shaking his 
head and trying to uncross his eyes. The Penguin floundered 
helplessly in the water some yards distant. 


Robin managed a weak grin. “They shouldn’t have made you 
angry, Batman,” he said. “You wiped the deck with the lot of them.” 


“All except one,” Batman said. “Catwoman.” 
“Pssssssss!” 


A hissing sound came from the conning tower, where the 
Catwoman had emerged to look out on the debacle. 


Batman said coldly, “Hold out your wrists, Catwoman. I have a 
pair of Batcuffs waiting for you. Come like a lady.” 


“You'll never get me, Batman. Never!” 


Catwoman darted back into the hatch and slammed it. Before she 
could lock the tower, Batman was there to wrench it open. 


Catwoman fled down the ladder. On the bottom rung of the 
ladder she tripped and sprawled headlong. 


Batman swung nimbly ahead of her, cutting off her path. She 
started to go up the ladder again. Then she stopped. Robin was 
grinning down at her from the open hatchway. 


“You're trapped, Catwoman!” Batman said. 

“So it would appear,” she answered bitterly. 

Her mask had fallen partly off her beautiful features. 
She reached up and with a defiant gesture took it off. 
Robin, watching from above, was the first to speak. 
“Holy heartbreak,” he breathed. “Miss Kitka!” 


CHAPTER 14 


Batman stood like a statue, frozen out of all feeling. Through his 
mind moved a parade of ghost images: the afternoon at the press 
conference when he had first seen Miss Kitka, the afternoon at 
Bruce Wayne’s home when she first called with the riddle clues 
(how it all made sense, now!), then the fabulous, unforgettable 
evening with Miss Kitka, gypsy violins playing, the two of them 
dancing, dining together, and seated in the back of the hansom cab 
in that romantic ride through the park. He seemed to feel again the 
softness of Miss Kitka’s lips, to see the lissome loveliness of her 
figure in negligee. 

The violins played—and suddenly struck a new and terrible 
screeching discord inside his brain as the horror of it struck with 
full force. 

Miss Kitka—the Catwoman! 

The dream was over. It had become a nightmare. None of these 
painful emotions were reflected in Batman’s stony face. He said, 
“Snap on the Batcuffs, Robin. We’ll take Miss Kitka, alias the 
Catwoman, to prison along with the others.” 

Robin said softly, “I’m sorry, Batman.” 

“It’s just one of those things in the life of every crime fighter,” 
Batman answered. “It means nothing. Snap on the Batcuffs!” 

He turned abruptly and went to the radio console near the chart 
table in the command room. He flicked a switch and picked up the 
hand microphone. 

“Batman to Coast Guard,” he said crisply. “There’s a drifting 
submarine two miles east of Sandy Nose Lightship. It’s filled with 
human flotsam. Come take it in tow.” 


He turned off the radio. At that moment his eyes fell on the nine 


different-colored tubes of dust perched precariously on the edge of 
the chart table. 


“Robin,” he said tensely. “Come here and look...” 
Robin turned from where he had just snapped unbreakable 


Batcuffs on Catwoman. He crossed to the chart table and looked at 
the vials. 

“Holy almost!” he breathed. “Do you think this is what we’ve 
been looking for?” 

“Yes, Robin. Before you, in these vials, is the hope of the entire 
world. To think that the merest slip might have dislodged them 
and...” 

There was an interruption. 

From the cabin adjoining the command. room appeared the irate 
figure of Commander Redhead. 

“T say,” he demanded. “Steward! The service on this yacht has 
gone to pot. Where’s my tea?” 

Then Commander Redhead saw Catwoman, manacled. 

He fixed his monocle into one eye for a closer look. “Eh? My 
dear, what are you doing in that simply outlandish getup? And why 
are you wearing manacles? Is there some skullduggery afoot?” 

“Commander,” purred Catwoman, “These two masked 
desperadoes are trying to take over your yacht.” 

“They are? Indeed! Well, we'll soon put a stop to that, shan’t 
we?” 

Indignantly Commander Redhead advanced toward Batman and 
Robin. As he did, Catwoman stuck out her foot to trip him. 

Commander Redhead uttered a surprised exclamation, stumbled 
forward, and smashed heavily into the chart table. 

“LOOK OUT!” Batman yelled. 

Too late! Nine different-colored vials of dust slipped off the edge 
of the table and shattered with a terrible shivering sound of tinkling 
and breaking glass! 

In the command room a long and agonized silence followed. 

Commander Redhead tightened his monocle to look at the vials 
now lying on the floor, broken, with half of the contents of each 
spilled. 


“My word!” he said. “What’s...?” 

Commander Redhead’s nostrils quivered. He drew in a long 
shaky breath. His eyes watered. 

“Don’t,” cried Robin. 

Commander Redhead sneezed! 

The blast of his breath swirled the varicolored dust from the 


tubes into a hopelessly mixed-up mess. The dust from each vial 
mingled inextricably with that of the others! 


Commander Redhead’s lips quivered with relief. “God bless me,” 
he said fervently. 

Catwoman laughed, a silky laugh of sinister triumph. 

Batman and Robin stared down in horror at the calamity that 
had occurred beneath their very eyes. 


“Holy jumble,” Robin said finally. “Where’s the hope of the 
world now, Batman?” 


Where, indeed, was the hope of the world? 
It rested with the scientific genius of Batman and Robin. 


In the Batcave, wearing surgical masks, and surgical gloves and 
white doctor’s smocks over their uniforms, the Dynamic Duo were 
about to perform the most intricate operation of their careers— 
against desperate, nearly impossible odds. 


For the purpose, they had constructed an entirely new device. It 
was a Supermolecular Dust Separator. 


With the aid of this incredibly precise instrument they were 
going to attempt the infinitely complex task of separating and 
reassembling the molecules of dust that were so disastrously 
commingled. 


Tension was apparent in the glint of Batman’s and Robin’s eyes 
behind their masks. But their hands were rock-steady as they 
performed the delicate, precise tasks preliminary to the actual 
attempt. 

Robin checked the instruments. “Batcentrifuge at thirty-two 
thousand R.P.M.’s,” he announced. 

“Increase the Angstrom force to Vector X,” Batman said. 


Robin quickly obeyed. “Vector X, up one notch.” The Batphone 


flashed and beeped. 

“Shall I answer it, Batman?” 

“No. I'll do it, Robin.” Batman picked up the phone. “Yes?” 

Commissioner Gordon’s voice was almost quavering with 
nervous strain: “What progress, Batman? I have a whole corps of 
newsmen in my office. Every television network is represented here 
—waiting for you to flash the word. Is there any hope?” 

Batman said calmly, “There’s always hope, Commissioner. You. 
should know that.” 

“Of course, of course,” Commissioner Gordon said. “But you can’t 
imagine the excitement—all over the world. This may be the most 
dramatic moment in all human history. You can’t blame us for 
being nervous. Batman, do you think you and the Boy Wonder can 
separate that mingled dust and rehydrate the members of the 
Security Council?” 

Batman said, “With all due modesty, Commissioner, if we can’t, 
heaven knows who can.” 

“From the bottom of my heart,” Commissioner Gordon replied, “I 
know truer words were never spoken. 

Stay on the Batphone a moment longer. I have a call I’d like to 
transfer over to you. The President wants to talk to you in person. Is 
that all right, Batman?” 

“Well, only for a moment,” Batman said. “We have important 
work to do.” 

There was a brief pause, then a familiar voice with a drawling 
Texan accent came over the Batphone: 

“Howdy, y’all. How are you boys doing up there?” 

“All I can say is that we have hope, Mr. President.” 

“The whole free world is waiting, Batman and Robin. I want you 
to know that all of us here salute you—and wish you luck.” 

“Thank you, Mr. President. I assure you that we intend to do our 
very, very best.” 

“I won’t bother you anymore, Batman, until the final result is 
known. Once again, boys, I wish y’all the best of luck.” 

The phone fell silent. 

Batman said soberly to Robin, “I needn’t tell you with whom I 


just spoke.” 


“No, Batman. I just hope we won’t let him down.” There was a 
bonging sound from the Supermolecular Dust Separator. 


Robin said, “The Supermolecular Dust Separator is ready to 
start.” 


“All right,” Batman answered. He turned the knobs on a linked 
relay machine. “Ill activate the computer link and feed in the 
various ethnic and national factors...” 


The computer began to whir. A chain of traveling lights moved 
across it in the direction of the Supermolecular Dust Separator. The 
Separator settled down to a steady hum as it began to digest the 
information. 


Watching this, Robin said, “Batman, with the way the world is 
and all...don’t you think we might kind of reshuffle things a little?” 


Batman was surprised. “Eh?” 


“I mean, don’t you think we ought to try to improve on those 
factors...so that when the members of the Security Council are 
rehydrated, they’ll be better able to keep the peace and...” 


Batman shook his head sternly. “No, Robin. It’s not for mortals 
like us to tamper with the laws of nature.” 


He put his hand on Robin’s shoulder. “Indeed, in this very 
Batcave we had a ghastly example of what happens when one tries 
that. You recall what happened to the Penguin’s pirates!” 


Robin’s eyes widened. “Gosh, yes. You’re right, Batman. When 
you put it that way...” 


The computer link’s chain of lights suddenly ceased. 


The Supermolecular Dust Separator thrummed with readiness for 
its incalculably difficult task. 


“Here we go,” Batman said somberly. He threw the control lever. 


For the space of two seconds nothing happened. Then the 
Supermolecular Dust Separator drew the mound of dust into its 
intake valve. On the control board lights flickered on and off, red 
and green and yellow. The red lights cut off some of the dust from 
entering forbidden channels, and the green lights allowed free 
passage. The yellow lights shunted some dust off into another 
section for further evaluation. The muted bonging sound began to 
repeat at more frequent intervals and beneath that the steady 


thrumming of the machine’s intricate vitals began to rise in pitch. 
Out of an ejection chamber particles of dust trickled into each of 
nine different tubes waiting in position below the spigots. 


The pitch rose to an unbearable whine, and red lights flashed 
with increasing frequency. Now there were no yellow lights at all; 
the dust which had not been fully assayed was fed back into the 
machine and forced to travel new channels. Soon the board was 
almost all red lights with only a few green lights flashing. Then 
there was only one green light flashing. 


The last green light went out. 

Batman and Robin looked at the tubes in position beneath the 
nine spigots. The tubes were full. 

“Separation accomplished,” Batman said. “Ready to rehydrate.” 

Batman stripped off his surgical gloves. He crossed to the 
Batphone and picked it up. 

“Mr. President...Commissioner Gordon...” 

“Howdy, Batman...Yes, Batman...” 

“The separation seems to be a success. We are ready to begin 


rehydration at any time. Where would you like the epochal event to 
take place?” 


“Only one rightful place for it to happen,” drawled the President. 
“Right there in the good old United World Building where they 
were dehydrated in the first place.” 


“An excellent idea, Mr. President,” Batman snapped. 
“We will be there in exactly twenty-three minutes.” 


Batman and Robin arrived on time. They hurried past the crowd 
of reporters, past the battery of television cameras in the corridors 
of the building. Batman was carrying a small satchel which was 
divided into nine interior, foam-rubber-lined compartments, each of 
which held one of the sacred vials. 


In the United World Council Chamber, representatives of each of 
the nations that had suffered a loss were gathered. Represented 
were the United States, Great Britain, France, the Union of Soviet 
Socialist Republics, Germany, Japan, Italy, Albania, and India. 


Batman opened his satchel, removed the vials, and placed each 
one in position on the Council seat in front of the plaque which 


represented the appropriate nation. 


Meanwhile, as the distinguished crowd watched, Robin crossed 
to where a simple apparatus had been set up, according to Batman’s 
instructions, on the Council table. 

This consisted of a central tank from which nine transparent 
tubes led out. The tank carried a supply of ordinary water. Robin 
took each of the nine transparent tubes leading from this tank and 
connected them to the vials on the Council chairs. 

When he was finished, he nodded silently to Batman. Batman 
turned to the anxiously waiting crowd. 

“A solemn moment, my friends,” he said sincerely. “A moment of 
dedication and humble supplication...” 

In response each and every person present bowed his head. 

Batman turned to Robin. “All right, Robin. Rehydrate! Turn on 
the water!” 

Through the transparent tubing the water began to flow, 
tantalizingly slow, toward the waiting vials. There was hardly a 
murmur in the room as everyone watched the water approach its 
target. 

The first of the tubes filled with water, then the flow stopped, 
and the second tube filled with water, and so to the third, and down 
the line. 


When all nine tubes were filled with water, the liquid streams 
flowed uniformly out and down onto the vials of dust. 


POP! POP! POP! POP! POP! POP! POP! POP! POP! 
Nine times came the sudden popping sound. 


Before the amazed eyes of the onlookers, nine members of the 
Security Council sprang back into existence! 

They returned looking exactly as they had looked when they 
were dehydrated. Complete even to their national dress and the 
smallest physical characteristic. 

The Indian delegate was even as red-faced with anger as he had 
been at the instant of his dehydration. 

In a corner of the room Commissioner Gordon, standing by, 
hastily picked up a special telephone: 

“Mr. President, they’ve done it! It’s a success! A success!” 


The words seemed to be taken up by everyone present in the 
room and repeated...“A success! A success!” It began as a low hum 
and quickly mounted in volume to a loud roar. 


From the packed corridors outside the cry was picked up, a deep 
ground swell of thanksgiving: 


“A success...A success!” 


Unaware of the excitement around them, the nine delegates to 
the Security Council resumed their quarreling as though there had 
never been an interruption. One delegate began to bang his shoe on 
the table. Another clutched his neighbor. Two others almost 
wrestled in their dispute with each other. 


Batman and Robin spotted it first. 


Robin turned wordlessly to Batman. He did not need to ask the 
question. Batman looked at Robin and simply shrugged his 
shoulders. 


A hush spread over the others in the room as they began to hear 
it too. 


The nine members of the Security Council continued their 
bickering. They were shouting and disputing with each other 
exactly as before—only not quite exactly. 

For now the English delegate was shouting in Russian, the 
Frenchman in German, and the American in Albanian! 

And the delegate pounding his shoe on the table was not the 
Russian but the distinguished delegate from Japan! 

The Russian delegate looked at him with impassive Oriental 
wisdom and tolerance, and drew a hissing breath between his teeth 
in approved Japanese fashion. 

Commissioner Gordon slowly put down the phone he was 
holding. He replaced the receiver in its cradle while the President 
was still talking. 

All of the other people in the room, with the exception of the 
quarreling delegates, turned now to look at Batman and Robin. 

Batman managed a weak smile. “Who knows?” he inquired of the 
assembly. “This strange...mixing of minds...may be the greatest 
service ever performed for humanity.” 

No one answered. 


Batman turned to Robin. “Let’s go, Robin. Through the window 


with our Batropes. Our job here is—uh—finished.” 


Batman and Robin moved through the jostling crowd toward the 
adjoining room. The crowd backed away from them. In the Council 
Room, someone opened the doors to the lobby. A huge crowd of 
reporters and television cameramen began to pummel and wrestle 
their way into the already packed room. 


Batman and Robin reached the window and hurled their 
Batarangs. The ropes caught on a projecting corner of the rooftop 
opposite. 


Batman and Robin swung out and away from the scene of 
confusion in the United World Building. Spectators in the street sent 
up a welcoming cheer as they saw the Dynamic Duo flash by 
overhead. In the light from the building behind, their shadows cast 
great dark reflections below. 


When they landed on the rooftop, Batman and Robin looked 
back at the United World Building. 


“I wonder if what happened really will work out for the best?” 
Robin said. “Perhaps now that each of those men share some part of 
the others, they will be better able to reach a mutual 
understanding.” 


“Let’s hope so, Robin,” Batman answered soberly. “That’s beyond 
our province to know. Our work is complete. The plot of the four 
Supercriminals has been foiled—and they’re all safely back in 
prison again. We won’t be bothered by them again for quite some 
time.” Together the Dynamic Duo raced across the rooftop into the 
darkness. 

One adventure was ended—but another was waiting. For Batman 
and Robin’s war with crime would never end until Gotham City 
harbored crime no longer. 


HOLY TITANIC! 

a disappearing yacht 
HOLY TORPEDO! 
an exploding shark 
HOLY FILMDOM! 
It’s the Fearsome Foursome 
Penguin - Riddler 
Joker and Catwoman 
battling the Caped Crusaders 
BATMAN 
AND THE BOY WONDER ROBIN. 
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